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The  Bow  or  Promise 


1 '  I  do  set  my  bow  iu  the  cloud,  and  it  shall  be  for  a  token  of  a  covenant 
between  me  and  the  earth. 

"And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  when  I  bring  a  cloud  over  the  earth,  that 
the  bow  shall  be  seen  in  the  cloud  ; 

"  And  the  bow  shall  be  in  the  cloud  ;  and  I  WILL  LOOK  UPON  IT, 
that  I  may  remember  the  everlasting  covenant  between  God  and  every 
living  creature  of  all  flesh  that  is  upon  the  earth." — Gen.  ix  :  13,  14,  16. 


F^VKRY  promise  of  God  is  a  covenant.  Whatever  reminds  us 
■ —  of  these  promises  is  a  blessing.  The  hymns  of  the  BOW  Of 
PrOITUSG  have  that  holy  mission.  They  will  call  to  our  minds 
the  "  exceeding  great  and  precious  promises,"  which  are  part  of 
our  inheritance  in  Jesus  Christ. 

"  Standing  on  the  promises  of  Christ  my  king; 
Through  eternal  ages  let  His  praises  ring ; 
Glory  in  the  highest,  I  will  shout  and  sing, 
Standing  on  the  promises  of  God." 

The  BOW  Of  Promise  is  a  fitting  companion  to  the  Finest 

of  The  Wheat  Nos.  i  and  2,  and  more  than  two  million  voices 

attest  their  great  superiority. 

The  Editors. 


notice 

The  words  and  music  of  nearly  every  piece  in  this  book  are  copyright  property,  and 
cannot  be  reprinted  in  any  form  whatever  without  the  written  permission  of  the  owners. 

The  Publishers. 


TKe  Bow  of  Proline. 

At  My  Redeemer's  Feet. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


(Solo  or  Quartet  with  Chorus.) 
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1 .  I     ask    not    for  the  high-est    place,  But  find      a  spot  more 

2.  Tho'  waves  of  darkness  round  me  roll,       I    have     a  safe  re  - 

3.  He    gives  me  from  His  lov  -  ing    hand,  The  fi  -  nest  of    the 

4.  And  when    I  reach  the  mys  -  tic    sea,  Where  earth  and  heaven 
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sweet, 
treat; 
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meet, 
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Where  God    be-stows  on    me    His  grace,  At  my 

No    storm  can    ev  -  er  harm  a  soul,     At  my 

I         live     in  heav-en's  bor  -  der  -  land,     At  my 

I'll    spend    a    blest  e  -  ter  -  ni    -  ty,        At  my 


Redeemer's  feet. 

Redeemer's  feet. 

Redeemer's  feet. 

Redeemer's  feet. 
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Come  joy  or  pain,  come  weal  or  woe,     In    Christ    I  am  com  -  plete; 
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My    high-est  place    is 
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ly  -  ing  low,    At     my     Re-deem-er's    feet. 
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There  is  Glory  in  My  Soul. 


Mrs.  Grace  Weiser  Davis. 
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1.  Since  I  lost  my  sins,  and  I  found  my  Savior, There  is  glory  in  my  soul! 

2.  Since  He  cleansed  my  heart,  gave  me  sight  for  blindness/There  is  glory  in  my  soul ! 

3.  Since  with  God  I've  walked,  having  sweet  communion,  There  is  glory  in  my  soul ! 

4.  Since  I  entered  Canaan  on  my  way  to  heaven, There  is  glory  in  my  soul! 
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Since  by  faith  I  sought  and  obtained  God's  favor, There  is  glory  in  my  soul ! 
Since  He  touched  and  healed  me  in  loving  kindness,  There  is  glory  in  my  soul! 
Brighter  grows  each  day  in  this  heav'nly  un-ion,  There  is  glory  in  my  soul ! 
Since  the  day  my  life    to  the  Lord  was  giv-en,  There  is  glory  in  my  soul! 
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Yes,  there's  glo  -ry,   glo-ry,  there  is    glo  -  ry    in    my  soul!   Ev  - 'ry 
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con-quer  all    my  foes;   There  is 
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glo-ry,  glo-ry,  yes,  there's  glory  in  my  soul, There  is  glory  in    my      soul ! 
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glo-ry,   glo-ry,  glory  in  ray  soul  1 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


My  Savior  First  of  All. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  When  nvy  life  -  work  is  end -ed,  and  I  cross  the  swelling  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,     the  soul-thrilling  rap-ture  when  I  view  His  blessed  face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,    the  dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And  our 

4.  Thro'  the  gates  to  the  cit  -  y     in    a    robe  of  spotless  white,  He  will 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see ;  I  shall  know  my  Kedeemer  when  I 
lus-tre  of  His  kindly  beaming  eye;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  Him  for  the 
parting  at  the  riv-er    I    re  -  call;    To  the  sweet  vales  of  E-den  they  will 
lead  me  where  no  tears  will  ever  fall;    In  the  glad  song  of  a  -  ges  I  shall 


y — y — y — y — y — y — h — P- 


I 


-• 0- 


£2. 


42- 


V     V     V     V 


w     ^ 


^j-j^-j£=^PPgf^i  i  i  t  s  if 


^g 


reach  the  oth  -  er  side,  And  His  smile  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  me. 
mer  -  cy,  love,  and  grace,  That  prepares  for  me  a  mansion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Sav-ior  first  of  all. 
min  -  gle  with  de-light;    But    I  long  to  meet  my  Sav-ior  first  of    all. 


t=£ 


t=t 


r 


Chorus. 


t* 


irfnM  iJU 


JM- 


tea 


s 


£5 


1 


3=3=i 


5=-* 


I  shall  know  Him,  I  shall  know  Him,  And  redeemed  hy  His  side  I  shall  stand ; 
I  shall  know  Him,  -_    J 
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I  shall  know  Him,  I  shall  know  Him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  hand. 
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4     111  Go  where  You  Want  Me  to  Go. 


Mary  Brown. 
Andante. 


Carrie  E.  Rounsefell. 
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1.  It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain's  height,  Or     o  -  ver  the  storm-y    sea; 

2.  Per  -  haps  to-day  there  are  loving-  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak- 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  low-ly  place,  In  earth's  harvest  fields  so  wide- 
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It    may  not  be     at  the  bat-tie's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of  me; 
There  may  be  now  in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek- 
Where  I    may  la  -  bor  thro'  life's  short  day  For  Je  -  sus  the  cru  -  ci  -  fied— 
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But,   if      by  a  still,  small  voice  He  calls  To  paths  that  I     do  not   know, 
0    Sav  -  ior,  if  Thou  wilt  be  my  guide,  Tho'  dark  and  rugged  the  way, 
So  trust  -ing  my  all  to  Thy  ten-der  care,  And  knowing  Thou  lovest  me, 
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11  answer, dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech-o  Thy  message  sweet,  I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll  do    Thy  will  with  a  heart  sin-cere,   I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord, Over  mountain, or  pkrin,  or 
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I'll  Go  where  You,  etc.— Concluded. 
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I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be 
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5  No,  Not  One! 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 

Slow,  and  with  feeling.  : 


Geo.  C.  Hugo. 
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There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low  :  ly     Je-sus, 

No  friend  like  Him  is     so  high  and   ho  -  ly, 

There's  not  an  hour  that  He    is     not  near  us, 

Did    ev-er  saint  find  this  Friend  forsake  him  ?  No,  not  one ! 

Was  e'er     a  gift  like  theSav-ior    giv-en?  No,  not  one! 


No,  not  one! 
No,  not  one ! 
No,  not  one! 


no, 
no, 
no, 
no, 
no, 


I 
not  one! 
not  one ! 
not  one ! 
not  one ! 
not  one ! 
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None  else  could  heal  all  our  soul's  dis-eas  -  es,  No,  not  one! 
And  yet  no  friend  is  so  meek  and  low-ly,  No,  not  one! 
No  night  so  dark  but  His  love  can  cheer  us,  No,  not  one! 
Or  sin-ner  find  that  He  would  not  take  him  ?  No,  not  one ! 
Will  He    re-fuse  us     a  home  in  heav-en?    No,  not  one! 


no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one ! 
no,  not  one ! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one ! 


D.  S. — There's  not  a  friend  like  the  lowly   Je  -  sus,    No,  not  one !    no,  not  one ! 
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*Je-sus  knows  all  about  our  struggles, He  will  guide  till  the  day  is  done; 
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Made  Whole. 


Jno.  W.  Beebe. 
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1 .  The  press  was  great,  the  throng  was  wild,  And  I,  a    sin  -  ner  all    de-filed,  How 

2.  Who  touched  me?  hear  the  dear  Lord  say!  The  throng  was  awed,  the  mass  gave  way,  And 

3.  "Thou  seest     all  these  people,  Lord,  And  yet  Thou  seekest  by  Thy  word  To 

4.  "Go  Thou  in  peace,"  0  hear  Him  say;  From  all  Thy  plague  be  healed  this  day;    Oh, 
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could  I    reach  my  Sav-ior?  Reach  Him  I    must,  without  de  -  lay;  And 

I  stood  near   my  Sav-ior;  "Who  touched  me?  "  came  the  gracious  word;  New 

find  who  touched  Thee,  Sav-ior?''  'Twas  thus  that  His  dis  -  ci  -  pies  said,  But 

what  a   bless-  ed  Sav-ior!      To  heal  the  bod  -  y,  save  the  soul,  The 
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in  the  press, with  fear, dismay,  I,  trembling,  sought  my  Sav-ior 
life-blood  thro'  my  being  stirred,  For  I  had  touched  my  Sav-  ior 
I  before  Him  bowed  my  head,  I  knelt  be-fore  my  Sav-ior 
vil-est  of  the  vile  make  whole,  Oh,  how  I  love  my  Sav-ior. 

-*-  -ft-   -  .  o 


:l 


fr-fr-p- 


His  words  were 
His  words  are 


E^ 


£ 


v=t 


zlfl: 


v-+ 


-M- 


d=^ 


fet 


3*=*=* 


ft— ftr 


-* — s   s    s 


ftt^ft" 


^=^ 


full  of  comfort,  They  cheered  my  weary  soul;  For  I  had  touched  His  garment,  His 

full  of  comfort,  Oh,  how  they  cheer  my  soul !  By  faith  I  touch  His  garment,  He 
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grace  had  made  me  whole,  For  I  had  touched  His  garment,  His  grace  had  made  me  whcle. 
makes  me  clean  and  whole,  By  faith  I  touch  His  garment,  He  makes  me  clean  and  whole. 
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7  0  the  Love  that  Sought  Me! 

W.  Spencer  Walton.  H.  L  Gilmour. 
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1.  In  ten-der-ness  He  sought  ine,  Weary  and  sick  with  sin,  And  on  His 

2.  He  washed  the  bleeding  sin- wounds,  And  poured  in  oil  and  wine;  He  whispered 

3.  He  point-ed  to  the  nail-prints;  For  me  His  blood  was  shed;  A  mocking 

4.  I'm  sit  -  ting  in  His  presence,  The  sunshine  of  His  face, While  with  a- 

5.  So  while  the  hours  are  passing,  All  now  is  per -feet    rest;  I'm  waiting 
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shoulders  brought  me  Back  to  His  fold  a  -  gain;  While  an-gels  in  His 
to     as  -  sure  me, "  I '  ve  found  Thee,  Thou  art  mine ; ' '  I  nev  -  er  heard  a 
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crown  so  thorn  -  y    Was  placed  up-on  His 
dor-ing  won  -  der  His  bless-ings  I      re  - 
for  the  morn-  ing,   The  brightest  and  the 


head;  I  won-der  what  He 
trace;  It  seems  as  if  e- 
best,  When  He  will  call  us 
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0  the  love  that  sought  me! 
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presence  sang,  Until  the  courts  of  heaven  rang, 
sweet-er  voice,  It  made  my  aching  heart  rejoice, 
saw  in  me,  To  suf-fer  such  deep  ag-  o  -  ny. 
ternal  days  Are  far  too  short  to  sound  His  praise, 
to  His  side,  To  be  with  Him, His  spotless  bride. 
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0  the  blood  that  bought  me !  0  the  grace  that  brought  me  To  the  Savior's  fold ! 
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8  Building  Day  by  Day 

Henrietta  E.  Blair 


Herbert  D.  Lothrop. 
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1.  We  are  building-  in  sorrow, and  building  in  joy,  A  temple  the  world  cannot 

2.  Ev'ry  deed  forms  a  part  in  this  building  of  ours,  That  is  done  in  the  name  of  the 

3.  Then  be  watchful  and  wise,  let  the  temple  we  rear  Be  one  that  no  tempest  can 

Inst. 


I 


fc* 


ib££ 


-f^-y 
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t=3 


¥ 


?   r      f~* 


see;  But  we  know  it  will  stand  if  we  found  it  on  a  rock,  Thro'  the 

Lord ;  For  the  love  that  we  show  and  the  kindness  we  bestow,  He  has 

shock;  For  the  Master  has  said, and  He  taught  us  in  His  word,  We  must 


fe* 


Chorus. 
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a  -  ges  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
promised  us  a  bright  re-ward 
build  up-on  the  sol  -  id  rock 


:1 


We  are  building  day  by  day,  as  the 


^^    !      I     ±=       1        I  —  «  I    I    i    ^    Fhr 
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moments  glide  a- way,  Our  temple,  which  the  world  may  not  see; 

which  the  world  may  not    see; 
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Ev  -  'ry      vie  -  fry  won  by  grace    Will  be     sure  to    find    its  place 
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Building  Day  by  Bay.— Concluded. 


Ad  lib. 
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In    our    build-ing  for     e  -  ter 


t  *  P   &  t 

ni      -      ty,     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
for       e  -   ter       -       ni       -        ty. 
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In  that  City. 


C.  J.  B. 


a^^HtHhrt 


Chas.  J.  Butler. 


gF^ 


^=n 


:2±*: 


t=t 


O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon  blest  cit-y,  There's  a  home  for  ev -'ry  one; 
Here  we've  no  a  -  bid  -  ing  cit-y,  Man-sions  here  will  soon  de-cay; 
I  have  loved  ones  in  that  cit-y,  Those  who  left  me  years  a  -  go; 
Tow'rd  that  pure  and  ho  -  ly     cit-y,     Oft    my  Ion g-ing  eyes  I    cast; 


M- 
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Pur-chased  with 
But    that  cit  - 
They  with  joy 
Je  -    sus    whis- 


fefcLg:    f  £=£-k-Fk^^=k 


a  price  most  cost-ly, 'Twas  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Son. 

y  God's  built  firm- ly,  It  can  nev  -  er  pass  a  -  way. 
are  wait-  ing  for  me, Where  no  fare-well  tears  e'er  flow, 
pers  sweet-ly  to  me,  Heav'n  is  yours  when  earth  is  past. 

£  £•    f:  ^  £    f:    £:     _     _ 


:k=k=t 
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Chorus. 
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In    that  cit-y — bright    cit-y,    Soon  with  loved  ones     I    shall   be; 
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And  with  Je-sus  live  for  -  ev-  er,      In  that  cit  -  y 
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be-yond  death's  sea. 
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The  Comforter  has  Come. 

I  will  pray  the  Father,  and  he  shall  give  you  another  Comforter,  that  he  may  abide  with 

you  forever."— Jno.  14:  16. 
Eev.  P.  Bottome,  D.  D.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

1  '  * 
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1 .  Oh,    spread    the    ti-dings  round,  wher  -  ev  -   er  man  is    found,  Wher  ■ 

2.  The    long,   long  night  is    past,      the    morn-ing  breaks  at  last;      And 

3.  Lo,      the     great  King  of  kings,   with  heal  -  ing    in    His  wings,    To 

4.  Oh,    bound  -  less  love  di  -  vine !    how  shall  this  tongue  of  mine      To 

5.  Sing,   till      the    ech-oes    fly         a  -  bove    the  vault-ed     sky,     And 
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ev  -  er  hu-man  hearts  and  hu-man  woes  a  -bound;  Let  ev  -  'ry  Christian 
hushed  the  dreadful  wail    and  fu  -  ry     of  the  blast,    As  o'er  the  gold-en 

ev  - 'ry  cap-tive  soul  a  full  deliv'rance  brings;  And  thro1  the  va-cant 
wond'ring  mortals  tell     the  matchless  grace  di-vine — That  I,      a  child  of 

all  the  saints  a  -  bove     to    all     be -low  re  -  ply,      In  strains  of  end-less 
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D.£.-Ho-ly  Ghost  from  heav'n,The  Father's  promise  giv'n;  Oh,  spread  the  tidings 

Fine. 
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tongue  pro-claim    the  joy  -  ful  sound :  The  Com  -  fort  -  er  has 

hills    the     day     ad-vanc-es    fast;    The  Com  -  fort  -  er  has 

cells    the    song     of    triumph  rings;  The  Com  -  fort  -  er  has 

hell,  should  in     His  im  -  age  shine ?  The  Com  -  fort  -  er  has 

love,    the   song  that  ne'er  will  die:    The  Com  -  fort  -  er  has 

\T*     ,    m  •      a       *     f-    ,  „ It. 
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come 
come 
come 
come 
come 
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round,  Wher-ev  -   er    man  is  found — The  Com  -  fort  -  er      has 
Chorus. 


come! 
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The    Com  -  fort-er    has  come,     The  Com  -  fort-er    has  come! 
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11   As  Far  as  the  East  is  From  the  West. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


I        Vn      _  J     |  &  .     | 


*=* 


1.  When  to     the  Sav-ior'a  cross    we 

2.  We  praise  the  Lord  with  heart  and 

3.  We're  look-ing  tow'rd  the  east  -  ern 

4.  Then    let    our  hearts  be    glad  and 


turn,  And  all    our  sins  con- fess, 

voice,  The  night  has  passed  a  -  way; 

sky,  The  morn-ing  smiles  a- bove; 

free    To     do    the  Mas-ter's  will; 


His  full     for-give-ness  there    we 

In     His     sal  -  va  -  tion  we      re  - 

His  grace  will  ev  -  'ry  need    sup 

A      joy    will  ev  -  'ry  serv  -  ice 


learn,  His  ten  -  der  mer  -  cies 

joice,  Tis  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing 

■  ply,    He  crowneth  us     with 

be,  While  we  are  sing  -  ing 


3^ 
bless, 
day. 
love, 
still: 
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As     far      as     the  east      is  from 


m 


the     west,      As     far      as     the 
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east    is  from  the 

west Hath  He  re  - 

So      far... 

moved, hath  He    re- 

. .    hath  He    re-moved,     So 
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moved, Hath  He    re-moved  our  trans-gres-sions    from 

far  hath  He  removed, 
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His  Love  Can  Never  Fail. 


E.  S.  Hall. 


E  O.  Excell. 


^B 
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s^ 


■« 
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1.  I      do     not    ask  to    see     the  way    My  feet    will 

2.  And  if      ray  feet  would  go      a  -  stray,  They  can  -  not, 

3.  I    will    not  fear,  tho'  dark-ness  come    A-broad  o'er 


have  to 
for     I 

all    the 


r-4r- 


£JL 


tread; 
know 
land, 
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^— J«— k- 


=1= 
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But  on  -  ly  that  iny  soul  may  feed  Up  -  on  the 
That  Je  -  sus  guides  my  falt'ring  steps,  As  joy  -  ful 
If        I      may  on  -  ly    feel    the  touch  Of     His    owi 


liv-ing  bread. 

ily     -1 
own  lov  -  nag 


go- 
hand. 
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'Tis  bet  -  ter  far  that  I  should  walk  By  faith  close  to  His  side, 
And  tho'  I  may  not  see  His  face,  My  faith  is  strong  and  clear, 
And  tho'     I    trem-ble  when    I    think  How  weak    I     am,   how  frail, 
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I      may  not  know  the  way    I      go,     But  oh,       I    know  my  Guide. 
That    in  each  hour    of    sore  dis-tress    My  Sav  -  ior  will      be    near. 
My    soul    is     sat  -   is  -  lied    to  know  His  love    can  nev  -  er     fail. 
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J9.S. — My  soul    is     sat  -   is-fied    to  know  His  love    can  nev  -  er     fail. 

Choi? us.  II  *  D.  S. 
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1/      V      V     I 
His     love can  nev-er     fail,    His    love can  nev  -  er  fail ; 

His  love  can  nev-er      fail,  His  love  can  nev-er   fail; 
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13    Have  Ye  Received  the  Holy  Ghost? 


C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Mourns. 
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1.  Ye    are  the  tem-ples,  Je-sus  hath  spo-ken,   Temples  of  God's  ho  -  ly 

2.  He  who  has  pardoned  sure-ly  will  cleanse  thee,  All  of  the  dross  of    thy 

3.  Showers  of  mer-cy,   ful-ness  of  bless-ing,     Ev  -  er  the  Spir- it's  in- 

4.  Weary    of  wand  ring,  come  in-to  Ca-naan,  Feast  on  the  ful  -  ness  and 

■    — n-0 — • — • 1 1 — r-^—f — • — •~5 — •-*-! — * B* — -£- 
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Spir-it  di-vine;  Have  ye  received  Him,  bidden  Him  enter,  Make  His  a- 

nature  re-fine;  Cleansed  from  all  sin,  His  Spirit  will  en-ter,  Fill  you  and 

dwelling  at  -  tend ;  Tis  the  enduement,  pow-er  for  service,  Fruits  for  your 

fat  of  the  land;  Feed  on  the  manna,  dwell  in  the  sunshine,  Led  by  His 
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Chorus. 
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bode  in  that  poor  heart  of  thine  ? 
thrill  you  with  pow-er  di  -  vine, 
la  -   bor  He  sure-ly  will  send. 
Spir  -  it    and  kept  by  His  hand. 


y         V 
Have  ...     ye   re  -  ceived, . . 


Have  ye  received, 
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have  ye  received, 
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since  ye  be  -  lieved,     The    bless    -    ed  Ho  -  ly     Ghost? 

since  ye  believed,    since  ye  believed,  blessed,  blessed  Ho  -   ly,    blessed  Holy  Ghost? 
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He  who  was  promised,  gift  of  the  Father,  Have  ye  received  the  Holy  Ghost  i 
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I  will  Not  Let  Thee  Go. 


Mrs.  J.  C.  Yule. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  Thee  go,  Tho'  the  midnight  glideth  slow, 

2.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  Thee  go,  Tho'  the  morn's  enkindling  glow 

3.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  Thee  go,  Tho'  the  days    no  shadows  know; 

let  Thee  go, 

4.  Let  Thee  go?  my  Sav-ior,  nay;       Thou  my  night's  un-fail-ing  day, 

Sav-ior,  nay; 
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Tho'  the  darkness  deep  and  long         Dim  the  eye  and  hush  the    song; 

deep  and  long 
Flame  along  the  mountain  height,    Flooding  all    the  hills  with  light. 

mountain  height, 

Tho',  the  sky's  se-rene  to    dim,      Come  no  storm-clouds  dark  and  grim. 

to  dim, 
Thou  my  dawning's  tend'rest  gleam,  Thou  my  noonday's  richest     beam ; 
tend'rest  gleam,  , i 
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On  Thy  tender,  faithful  breast, Thy  breast,Find  I  still  my  perfect  rest,  sweet  rest, 
What  can  morning  bring  to  me,  to  me,Tender  Shepherd,  wanting  Thee?  just  Thee? 
Whom  have  I  in  heav'n  but  Thee?  but  Thee?What  besides  hath  earth  for  me?  for  me? 

Night  is  day  if  Thou  art  near,  art  near,Day,  without  Thee,  joyless, drear,  so  drear, 
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Soothing  sweet  for  keenest  woe,  And  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
What  her  songs  but  sobs  of  woe?  Nay,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Thou  the  on  -  ly  trusty  I  know,  Nay,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Wanting  Thee — all  bliss  were  woe,  Nay,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 

will  not  let  Thee  go. 


^m&=z=± 


ffii   r 


rrrr 


ri 


m 


m-*—p. 


#— # 


N   ^   h    I 


i 


Copyright,  1897,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
16 


15 


E.  A.  H. 


I  Must  Tell  Jesus. 

Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  all    of  my  tri  -  als;      I    can-not  bear  these 

2.  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  all    of  mytroub-les;     He     is    a  kind,  com- 

3.  Tempted  and  tried,  I  need  a  great  Sav  -  ior,   One  who  can  help    my 

4.  Oh,  how  the  world  to       e-  vil  al- lures  me!  Oh,  how  my  heart  is 
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bur-dens  a-  lone;  In  my  dis-tress  He  kind-ly  will  help  me;  He  ev-er 
pas-sion-ate  Friend;  If  I  but  ask  Him,  He  will  de-liv-er,  Make  of  my 
bur-dens  to  bear;  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus,  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus;  He  all  my 
tempted  to    sin !       I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  and  He  will  help  me   0  -  ver  the 
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world 
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I    must  tell  Je  -  sus, 


I  must  tell 
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Not  One  Forgotten. 

'Not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God."— Luke  12:  6. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


H.  L.  Gilmodr. 
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There's  a  word    of    ten  -  der  beau-ty      In 

Though  I'm  least  of    all    His  chil-dren,  So 

Oh,     the  wound-ed  hands  of  Je  -  sus    All 
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the  say  -  ings  of  our  Lord, 
un-wor-thy  of  His  love, 
the  springs  of  life  con  -  trol ; 
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stirs    the  heart  to  mu  -  sic,  Wak-ing  grat  -  i-tude's  sweet  chord; 
me  there's  kind  re-mem-brance  In  the  Fa  -  ther-heart  a-bove; 
an  -    y     ill    can  harm  me  While  His  blood  is    on    my  soul  ? 


How  it 
Yet,  for 
Is    there 
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He  will 
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tells    me  that '  'Our  Fa-ther, ' '  From  His  throne  of  roy  -  al  might, 
ev  -  er  save    and  keep  me;    He   will  guide  me  on    the  way, 
like    the    lit  -  tie  spar-row,  Trust  Him  where  I  can -not  see, 
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Fa-ther's  bless  -  ed  keep-ing      I      am  hap  -  py,  safe,  and  free; 
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Bends  to  note  a  fall  -  ing  spar-row,  For  'tis  pre  -  cious  in  His  sight. 
For  my  Sav  -  ior  gen  -  tly  whis-pers, '  'Are  ye  not  much  more  then  they  ?' 
In    the  sun-shine  and  the  shad-  ow,   Sing- ing,  He    will  care  for  me. 
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While  His  eye     is    on    the  spar-row      I    will  not     for -got -ten   be 
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Satisfied  Sometime. 


Harriet  E.  Jones. 

With  expression. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Sometime  the  night  of  sor-row  will  be  o'er,  Sometime  I'll  reach  my  home  on 

2.  Sometime  I'll  find  the  dear  ones  ear-ly  lost,  Whose  missing  forms  so  many 

3.  Sometime  in  all  His  beau-ty    I  shall  see  The  blessed  Lamb  of  God,  who 
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yonder  shore;  The  hours  are  flying  fast,  the  morn  is  nigh,  Oh,  sweet  will  be  the 
tears  have  cost;  Sometime  we'll  meet  to  nev-er  say  good-by,  In  that  bright  home  where 
died  for  me;  Sometime  I'll  make  the  courts  of  heaven  ring,  While  for  His  saving 
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waking  by  and    by Sometime,      sometime,  All  glo  -  ry  to    the 

loved  ones  nev-er     die 

grace  His  praise  I'll  sing.    . . .       Sometime,  blessed 
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Lamb  who  died !  I'll  rise  in  His  likeness,  sat-is  -  fied,    Sometime,  sometime. 

satisfied,  satisfied, 

in  in  r\ 


m 


j  ,, 


§ 


#— 


r  f  i*    k 


— # — •- 


JL-tJa 


#^ 


i 


t=5=f 


— ^_^ 

Copyright,  1897,  by  John  J.  Hood. 

19 


1       I 


18 


Lend  a  Hand! 


Jno.  R.  Clements. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
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1 .  Many  souls  are  sinking  in  the  wreck  to-day,  Lend  a  hand !      lend  a  hand  I 

2.  You  may  rescue  many,  if  the  storm  you  brave, 

3.  Some  there  be,thro'  toiling, who  have  weary  grown,  Lend  a  hand !  lend  a  hand.' 
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To  the  rescue,  quickly  man  the  boat,  away !  Lend  a  hand !    lend  a  hand ! 

Just  your  earnest  effort  is  required  to  save — 
On  the  wreck  are  many  who  are  far  from  home,      Lend  a  hand!  lend  a  hand ! 
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Waves  are  dashing  high,  soon  'twill  be  too  late;  Grasp  the  oar  at  once,  do  not 
Falls  the  dark'ning  shade,  fiercer  grows  the  gale;  Tho'  the  storm- king's  might  maketh 
Push  a- way,  a- way !  God  will  surely  bless,  Strength  will  give  to  aid  those  in 
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from  an  aw  -  ful  fate— Lend  a 
Naught  can  e'er  a-vail — Lend  a 
so    will    be    suc-cess,  Lend  a 
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Ion  -  ger  wait;  You  may  save  a  soul 
stout  hearts  quail,  Yet  without  your  aid, 
sore    dis  -  tress,  As  your  ef  -  forts  be, 
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Lend  a  hand !  lend  a  hand ! 

hand!  lend  a    hand! 


hand!        lend  a  hand! 

Lend  a  hand!  lend  a  hand!     Lend  a 


££ 


t=t^i^ 


1/    ET^-t^- 


?=£ 


fc-g- 


Copyright,  1897,  bv  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 

30 


Lend  a  Hand!— Concluded. 
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To  the  rescue,  quick!  man  the  boat,  away!  Lend  a  hand !  lend  a  hand ! 

lend  a  hand! 
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Behold,  What  Manner  of  Love. 


Henrietta  E.  Blair. 
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1.  Be  -  hold, what  manner  of  love  The    Fa-ther  on  us  hath  bestowed;  That 

2.  No     more  in  bondage  of  sin, Thro'  grace  we  are  free  from  the  law;  And 

3.  Our  souls  bro't  nigh  un-to  God,  While  low  at  His  footstool  we  fall;  Ac- 

4.  0       love,     0  wonderful  love, Whose  depth  we  can  nev-er  explore;  We 
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we    by  the  Spirit,  adopted  His  own,  Should  dwell  in  His  blissful  a-bode. 
now  to  the  fountain  of  love  we  may  come,  New  life  from  its  waters  to  draw, 
cept-ed  of  Je-sus,  the  Son  of  His  love,  We  praise  the  dear  Father  for  all. 
think  of  its  grandeur,and,  shouting  aloud,  Its  Au-thor  and  Giver  a  -  dore. 
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Be  -  hold,  what  manner  of  love,  Be  -  hold,  what  manner  of  love  The 
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Father  hath  bestowed  upon  us,  That  we  should  be  called  the  sons  of  God. 
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The  Wonderful  Story. 


Chas.  II.  Gabriel. 


1.  Oh,     sweet  is  the  sto-ry  of     Je-sus,  The    won  -  der-ful  Savior  of 

2.  He    came  from  the  brightest  of  glo-ry;  His    blood  as    a  ransom  He 

3.  His    mer  -  cy  flows  on  like  a    riv  -  er,  His     love  is  unmeasured  and 
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men,  Who    suf-fered  and  died  for  the  sin  -  ner — I'll      tell       it    a- 
gave,  To      pur-chase  e-ter-nal  re-demp-tion,  And    oh,       He  is 
free;   His     grace  is   for  -  ev  -  er    suf  -  fi  -  cient,    It      reach  -  es  and 


US 


t=t 


^zrrrt 


-0  —  0 


Je=P=* 


M-M-M- 


W*&& 


iz^W^ 


wm 


Chorus 

L 


± 


^   ,n 


?-*-0-0- 


fi£ 


*=p=* 


£ 


*-&r?^r. 


¥  if  i/  u  f  f 


^  *  1/  J 

gain  and  a  -  gam !  )  , 

might- v  to  save!  £^      won      '      der-ful,  wonderful  sto    -     ry,     I  he 
ri-fips    mp      \®      wonderful  sto     -     -     ry,  O  wonderful  sto-ry,  The 
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dear     -     est  that  ev  -  er  was  told ! I'll  repeat  it  in  glo 

dearest  that  ev     -    -     er,        that   ev-er  was  told ;  I'll    re- 
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wonderful  sto     -     ry,  w  here  I shall  His  beauty 

glory,  The  wonderful  story, Where  I  shall  His  beau  -  ty,        His 
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L.  R.  M. 


Lord,  I  Believe. 
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Lucy  Rideb  Meyer. 
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1.  Lord,  I    be-lieve  the  soul  that  to  Thy  keeping,  Commits  its  ev-'ry  care, — 

2.  Lord,  I    believe  that  free  from  condemnation,  My  soul  may  walk  with  Thee; 

3.  Lord,  I    believe  earth's  bat-tie  will  be  end-ed,  The  glorious  day  will  come; 
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Lord,  I  believe,  Calm  -  ly  can  rest, 
Lord,  I  believe,  Lord,  I  re-joice 
Lord,  I     believe,  Faith  now  can  see 


tho'  storms  around  are  sweeping,  For 

;  Thy  ut-ter-most  sal  -  va  -  tion  Has 

the  vic-tor's  crown  ex-tend-ed,  And 
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all  is  safe  -  ty,  there, — Lord,  I 
ransomed  e  -  ven  me, —  Lord,  I 
hear  the  welcome  home, — Lord,    I 
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be  -  lieve.  Lord,  I  be  -  lieve, 
be-lieve.  Lord,  I  be-lieve, 
be  -  lieve.      Lord,     I       be  -  lieve, 
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ter  with  Thee,  0  Lord,  By  Thy  mighty  hand  upheld,    I    am  safe. 
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22  He  Touched  Me  and  Made  Me  Whole. 

T.  S.                                                                                                      Thomas  Sullivan. 
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1.  To  the  feet    of    my  Sav  -  ior,  in  trembling  and  fear,   A    pen  -  i  -  tent 

2.  I         knew  not  the  ten  -  der  com-pas-sion   and  love  That  Je  -  sus,  my 

3.  "My    grace  is    suf  -  fi-cient,"  I  heard  His  dear  voice,  "0  come  and  find 

4.  0           Je  -  sus,  dear  Je  -  sus,  Thy  name  I      a  -  dore,  For  sav  -  ing  and 

5.  0        come,  my  dear  broth -er,  He's  wait-ing  for  you,  Your  sin-bur-dened 
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sin  -  ner    I    came;  He    saw, and  in    mer -  cy  He  bade  me  draw  near ;  All 
Savior, had  shown ;  Tho'  burdened  with  grief,  His  dear  hand  brought  relief ;  He 
rest  for  your  soul;  From  sin  you  to   save,  my  life  free  -  ly     I    gave;  I 
keep-ing  my  soul;  Thy  prais-es    I'll  sing,  my  Re-deem-er    andKing,Thy 
heart  to    con-sole;   Your  wea-ry  head  rest   on  His  dear,lov-ing  breast;  He 
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glo-ry  and  praise  to  His  name.  He  touched  me  and  thus  made  me  whole, 
healed  me  and  called  me  His  own. 
died  that  you  might  be  made  whole." 
dear,lov-ing  hand  made  me  whole, 
suffered  and  died  for  your  soul.    He  touched  me,  He  touched  me  and  thus  made  me  whole, 
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Bringing  com-f  ort  and  rest    to       my     soul ; 0    glad  hap  -  py 

bring -ing   rest     to      my    soul: 
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day,  all  my  sins  rolled  away !  For  He  touched  me  and  thus  made  me  whole  (made  me  whole.) 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Just  a  Little  Sunshine. ' 

W'M.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Just    a     lit  -  tie  sun -shine    ev-'ry-  where  we    go,       0  -  ver  darkened 

2.  Like  the  bless-ed  Mas  -  ter,     in    this  life,  are  we      Sent  to  com-fort 

3.  Just   a    lit  -  tie  sun-shine  makes  the  ro  -  ses  grow,    In  the  bar  -ren 
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path- ways,  rays  of  bless-ing  throw;  Gold  -  en  rays  of  glad-ness 
oth  -  ers,  pub  -  lish  lib  -  er  -  ty;  Will  -  ing  hands  out-reach  -  ing, 
pla  -  ces,  flow'rs  be -gin      to   show;  Lift    the  clouds  of    sor  -  row, 
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from    a  lov-ing  heart  Help  the  world  to  brighten;  let   us  do    our  part, 
strengthening  the  weak,  In  the  name  of  Je  -  sus,  con -so  -  la- tion  speak, 
cheer  the  hour  of  gloom,  Fruits  of  grace  will  ripen  for   im-mor-tal  bloom. 
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D.  S. — Telling  love's  sweet  story,     ev-'ry- where  we  go. 
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Sunshine,  sunshine,  just  a   lit  -  tie  sunshine,  Bearing  heav'nly  gladness 
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The  Lord  is  Faithful. 


E.  E.  Hevitt. 
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1.  The  Lord  is  faithful  to  His  precious  word, That,  a  contrite  soul,    at  the 

2.  The  Lord  is  faithful  while  the  years  roll  by, And  His  stars  revolve  in  the 

3.  The  Lord  is  faithful;  I  will  trust  Hirn  still,  For  His  changeless  love  works  thro' 

4.  The  Lord  is  faithful;  may  His  image  be,  By  His  Spirit's  might,  ful-ly 


& 


p 


P=*c 


£ 


Tf— e— g- 


=*£ 


s 


-V-v 


I       I       I       k    k: 


-u— v- 


Si^t 


1/     V 


mES: 


t 


cross      I    heard ;  And  that  oft  -  en  since,  in    a    try  -  ing  hour,  Brought  me 
mid  -  night  sky,  While  the  kindling  hills  catch  the  morning  glow,  And  the 
good  and     ill,   And  His  grace,  e'en  more  than  in  by-gone  days,  Shall  for- 
formed  in    me;  Then  a  crown  of  life,  when  He  guides  my  feet  Thro'  the 
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comfort,  peace,  and  His  eonq'ring  pow'r. 
vernal  flow'rs  follow  winter's  snow, 
evermore  fill  my  heart  with  praise, 
pearl-y  gates  to  the  golden  street. 
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The  Lord  is  faithful,  bless  His  name! 

bless  His  name! 
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The  Lord  is  faith  -  ful,   bless  His  name!  "Ev'ry  word  of  God  is  pure;'' 
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All  His  promises  are  sure;TheLord  is  faithful, bless  His  name!  (bless  His  name!) 
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T.  O.  Chijisholm. 


Oh,  to  be  Like  Thee. 

WM.  J    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Oh,  to  be  like  Thee!  bless-ed  Re-deem -er,    This  is  my  con  -  stant 

2.  Oh,  to  be  like  Thee!  full  of  com-pas  -  sion,  Lov-ing,  for-giv  -  ing, 

3.  Oh,  to  be  like  Thee!  low-ly    in  spir  -  it,      Ho  -  ly  and  harm-less, 

4.  Oh,  to  be  like  Thee!  Lord,  I    am  com  -  ing,  Now  to    re-ceive  th'a- 

5.  Oh,  to  be  like  Thee!  while  I   am  plead-ing,  Pour  out  Thy  Spir  -  it, 
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Iong-ing  and  prayer;  Glad-ly     Til    for  -  feit     all    of  earth's  treasures, 
ten  -  der  and  kind,    Help-ing  the  help  -  less,  cheer-ing  the  faint  -  ing, 
pa-  tientand  brave;  Meek-  ly     en-  dur  -  ing    era  -  el     re-proach  -  es, 
nointing  di-vine;      All  that     I     am     and  have     T     am  bring  -  ing, 
fill   with  Thy  love,    Make  me     a   tern  -  pie    meet  for  Thy  dwell  -  ing, 
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Je  -  sus,  Thy  per  -  feet     like-ness  to     wear. 

Seek-ing  the  wand'ring    sin  -  ner  to     find. 

Will-ing  to     suf  -  fer,     oth-ers  to     save.      j*Oh,   to     be  like  Thee! 

Lord,  from  this  mo-ment    all   shall  be     Thine. 

Fit    me    for  life    and    heav  -  en  a  -  bove. 
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Oh,  to    be  like  Thee,  Blessed  Re-deem-er,  pure  as  Thou  art;  Come  in  Thy 
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sweetness,  come  in  Thy  full-ness;  Stamp  Thine  own  image  deep  on  my  heart. 
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28  Redeemed  thro'  the  Blood. 

J.  H.  E.  J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  In  the  shelter  of  the  Savior's  love, There  my  soul  would  evermore  abide, 

2.  'Neath  the  shadow  of  His  mighty  wing  I  am  safe,  tho'  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 

3.  Blessed  Anchor  of  the  trusting  soul !   Thee  I  trust,my  Rock,  my  Hope,  and  Guide, 
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Thro1  the  cleansing  pow'r  of  Jesus'  blood  I'm  safe,what-ev-er  may  be-tide; 
'Mid  the  tem-pest,   I  can  sweetly  sing,  For  Jesus'  blood  has  saved  my  soul; 
Ev  -  'ry  raging  storm  Thou  dost  control,  With  Thee  no  e-vil  can  be-tide; 
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Tho'  I've  wandered  far  away  from  God, Tho'  my  feet  have  trod  the  paths  of  sin, 
Tho'  the  clouds  oft  gather  in  the  sky,   Making  dark  the  lonely  way  I    go, 
Oh,  the  greatness  of  Thy  boundless  love!  Thou  didst  save, poor  sinner  tho'  I  be, 
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Yet  I  know  there's  pardon  thro'  the  blood  For  all  who  plunge  the  fount  within. 

Yet  I  hear  the  promise  of  His  word,  "Suf  -  fi-cient  grace  I  will  be-stow. " 
Thro'  the  cleansing  of  Thy  precious  blood  I'm  saved  to  all  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty ! 
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In  His  love  I  will  a  -  bide,  Safe      -      ly    sheltered  by  His  side, 

la  His  love,  His  love  Safe-lv,  safe-ly 
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Redeemed  thro'  the  Blood.— Concluded. 
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ful-ly  sat-is-fied,  For  I  know  thro'  His  blood  I'm  redeemed. 
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27  My  Mother's.  Face, 

c.  J.  B.  With  great  expression. 
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Chas.  J.  Butler. 
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1.  On  mem-'ry's  wall    en-grav-en  stands     Mymoth-er's  pre-cious  face; 

2.  The  clouds  from  sor-row's  drear-y  night     Oft  o'er  her  face  would  drift; 

3.  I    saw  her  face     in  death  grow  cold,      I     saw     it    laid    a  -  way; 

4.  When  in  the  haunts  of    sin     I    strayed,  Lo!  nioth-er's  face  was  there; 

5.  Some  day  with-in     yon  gates  of   gold,  Thro' grace  my  feet  shall  stand; 


g 


?Z- 


s 


*=fc 


at 


v    0 


-P> I* gt 1 H H ft <5* 


^=i- 


Et 


Time's  rude  and  ev  -  er     bu  -  sy  hands  Naught  from  it    can     e  -  rase. 
But  faith,  which  shone  so  clear  and  bright,  Those  sa  -  ble  clouds  would  lift. 
But    yet     me-thinks  I    still  be  -  hold     That  same  sweet  face  to  -  day. 
That  look  made  gild  -  ed  pleasures  fade;       I    sought  the  house  of  pray'r. 
There  moth-er's  face      I    will  be  -  hold       A  -  mid  the  blood-washed  band. 
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hand  some  pictures  may    e-  rase;     Her    face  ne'er  fades  a- 
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28    When  the  Saints  are  Marching  In. 

Katherine  E.  Purvis.  j   m.  Black 

I    . „     N     N 


& 


t=t 


£S 


^^ 


i    *>    «i    * 


* 


1.  Thro'  the  shining  gate,  Where  the  an-gels  wait,  When  the  saints are 

2.  Part-ed  friends  shall  meet  On  the  gold-en  street,  When  the  saints ....  are 

3.  Ev  -'ry  tongue  and  race  Shall  extol  God's  grace,  When  the  saints are 

4.  '  'To  the  Lamb  once  slain,  But  who  lives  again,  ''When  the  saints are 

When  the  saints  are 
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marching  in;  The  redeemed  shall  come,  And  be  crowned  at  home, 

marching  in;  Spotless  robes  shall  wear,  Victor  palms  shall  bear, 

marching  in ;  And  the  blood-washed  throng  Shall  repeat  the  songv 

marching  in;  We  shall  of  -  fer  praise  Thro'  e-ter  -  nal  days, 

are  marching  in; 

I 


£e£ 


c±e 


==g==! — -4— M 


*=^=B±I 


t£=£ 


ht^e 


i 


-*-*- 


Chorus. 
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When  the  saints are  marching  in.  When  the  saints are  marching 

When  the  saints  When  the  saints 
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in,  When  the  saints are  marching  in ;  Joy  -  ful 

are  marching  in,  When  the  saints  are  marching  in; 
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songs  of  salvation  thro'  the  sky  shall  ring,  When  the  saints  are  marching  in. 

When  the  saints  marching  in. 
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I'll  Die  on  the  Field. 


D.  F.  W. 
u,    Duet. 


Mrs.  Aura  Smith. 
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1 .  How  dear  to  my  mem  'ry  the  bright  heav'nly  hour,  When  Jesus  drew  near  me  with 

2.  Tho'  foes  camp  against  me,  my  heart  shall  not  fear,  There's  blessed  deliv'rance,  with 

3.  The      joy  of   sal-va-tion  is  fill-ing  my  soul,  My  cares  and  my  burdens  on 

4.  There  is  fullness  of  blessing  to  all  who  believe,  And  His  name  now  confessing,  His 


life-giv-ing  pow'r ;  In  the  fountain  of  Calv'ry  He  washed  ev'ry  sin,  And 
Je  -  sus  so  near;  The  sword  of  the  Spir-it  is  trust-y  and  strong,  I'll 
Je-sus  I  roll;  When-e'er  I  am  wea-ry  I  lean  up  -  on  Him,  His 
Spir-it     re-ceive,  For  He  sanctifies  wholly,  and  saves  from  all  sin,  All  who 
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me  the  wit-ness  a   -  bid-ing  with-in. 

as    I  use  it,     the  victor's  glad  song.  /  Hig  loye  .   mQre       [ms  than 

is  the  sunshine  that  never  grows  dim.  ' 

se-crate  ful-ly   and  by  faith  en-ter  in. 
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-  er     to  me,  Since  grace  He  hath  given,    a-bundant  and  free;    My 
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life  to  His  serv-ice  I  faithrully  yield ;  I'll  be  a  true  soldier,  I'll  die  on  the  field 
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The  Best  Friend  is  Jesus. 


P.  P.  B. 

Duet.  Sop.  (or  Ten.)  &  Alto. 


P.  P.  BlLHORK. 
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the  best  friend  to  have     is 

2.  What  a  friend    I  have  found  in 

3.  Tho'    I    pass  thro'  the  night  of 

4.  When  at  last     to  our  home  we 


Je  -    sus,  When  the  cares  of  life  up  - 
Je  -    sus!  Peace  and  comfort  to   my 
sor  -    row.  And  the  ehill-y  waves  of 
gath  -  er,  With  the  loved  ones  who  have 


on    you       roll; 
soul  He     brings; 
Jor-dan       roll, 
gone  be   -    fore, 


He  will 
Lean-ing 
Nev  -  er 


heal 

on 

need 


We  will    sing 


the  wounded  heart,     He  will 

His  might  -  y    arm,       I    will 

I  shrink    or  fear,      For  my 

up  -  on      the  shore,  Prais-ing 
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strength  and  grace  impart;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Je  -  sus. 

fear     no  ill      or  harm;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Je  -  sus. 

Sav  -  ior  is       so  near;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Je  -  sus. 

Him    for-ev   -  er-more;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Je  -  sas. 


The  best  friend  to  have  is 


Je    -    -    -    sus,  The  best  friend  to  have  is 
Je-sus  ev-'ry  day, 
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The  Best  Friend  is  Jesus.    Conceded. 
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Je  sus,    He  will  help  you  when  you   fall,      He 

Je-sus  all  the  way; 
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hear  you  when  you  call;    Oh,  the  best  friend    to  have     is     Je 


H 


*EE£ 


St 


£ 


sus. 

# 


19 


V    b    U- 


31  The  Golden  Key. 

"Prayer  is  the  key  to  unlock  the  door,  and  the  bolt  to  shut  in  the  night." 

Jno.  R.  Swenby. 
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1.  Pray'r    is  the  key  For  the  bending  knee  To  open  the  morn's  first  hours; 

2.  Not  a  soul  so  sad,  Nor  a  heart  so  glad,  When  cometh  the  shades  of  night, 

3.  Take  the  golden  key  In  your  hand  and  see,  As  the  night  tide  drifts  a- way, 


See  the  incense  rise  To  the  star-ry  skies,  Like    perfume  from  the  flow'rs. 
But  the  daybreak  song  Will  the  joy  prolong,  And  some  darkness  turn  to  light. 
How  its  blessed  hold  Is  a  crown  of  gold,  Thro'  the  weary  hours  of  day. 
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4  When  the  shadows  fall, 
And  the  vesper  call 

Is  sobbing  its  low  refrain, 
'Tis  a  garland  sweet 
To  the  toil  dent  feet, 

And  an  antidote  for  pain. 
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5  Soon  the  year's  dark  door 
Shall  be  shut  no  more: 

Life's  tears  shall  be  wiped  away, 
As  the  pearl  gates  swing, 
And  the  gold  harps  ring, 

And  the  sun  unsheathe  for  aye, 
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Meet  Me  in  the  City. 


Delia  T.  White. 
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1 .  Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  in  the  city  of  our  King,  Washed  in  the  blood 

2.  Behold  a  mighty  army  marching  onward  to  the  throne,  Washed  in  the  blood 

3.  When  fears  and  doubts  beset  us,  let  us  ring  it  out  again,  Washed  in  the  blood 

4.  So  shall  our  lives  be  given  to  the  blessed  Master's  praise,  Washed  in  the  blood 
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of  the  Lamb;  As  they  gaze  upon  His  beauty,  ev-er-last-ing  love  they  sing, 
of  the  Lamb ;  Sweetly  trusting  their  Redeemer,  they  are  saved  by  grace  alone, 
of  the  Lamb;  Soon  arrayed  in  spotless  garments,  in  His  kingdom  we  shall  reign, 
of  the  Lamb;  Tis  the  sweetest  note  of  triumph  that  His  ransomed  people  raise, 
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Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.     Oh,   meet  me  in  the  cit  -  y  of  the 
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new  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb;    Meet  me  in  the 
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cit-y    of    the  new  Je-ru  -  sa-lem,  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
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'Tis  the  Blessed  Hour  of  Prayer. 


Fanny  J.  Ckosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,when  our  hearts  lowly  bend,  And  we 
the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray 'r,  when  the  Sav-ior  draws  near, With  a 
the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,when  the  tempted  and  tried,  To  the 
the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  trusting  Him  we  be  -  lieve  That  the 
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gath-er  to  Je-sus,  our  Sav  -  ior  and  Friend;  If  we  come  to  Him  in 
ten-der  com-pas-sion  His  chil-dren  to  hear;  When  He  tells  us  we  may 
Savior  who  loves  them  their  sorrow  con-fide ;  With  a  sym  -  pa-thiz-ing 
blessing  we're  needing  we'll  sure-ly  re-ceive,     In    the  full-ness  of  this 
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faith, 
cast 
heart 
trust 

His  pro-tec-tion 
at  His  feet  ev  - 
He  removes  ev  - 
we  shall  lose  ev  - 

to  share 
'ry    care, 
'ry    care 
'ry    care; 

What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry! 
What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry ! 
What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry ! 
What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry! 
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D.  S. — What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry!   0  how 
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sweet  to    be  there !  Blessed    hour    of  prayer,  Blessed  hour  of   prayer 
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sweet  to    be  there! 
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34    Beautiful  Land  with  Jasper  Walls. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Geo.  C.  Hugo. 

Slow,  and  expressive. 


1.  There's  a  beau-  ti  -  ful  land     that    a -waits     the    just,  When  these 

2.  There  the  an  -  gels  are  twang  -  ing  their  harps    of      gold,    Sing-ing 

3.  There  the  ran-somed  are  sing  -  ing    re  -  demp-tion's  song,    And  the 

4.  To    that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land       I    will  some  -  time    go.  Where  love, 
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bod  -  ies  of  clay  have  returned  to  dust,  Don't  you  see  o'er  the  riv-er  those 

o  -  ver  the  sto  -  ry  that  ne'er  grows  old, They  are  raising  glad  shouts  while  the 

cho  -  rus  is  ringing  both  loud  and  strong.  Of  the  blood  that  for-ev-er  from 

joy,  and  sweet  peace  will  eternally  flow,  With  my  Jesus  I'll  dwell  where  no 
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state  -  ly    halls?  In  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  with  the  jas  -  per  walls, 

har-mo-ny    falls,    In  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  with  the  jas  -  per  walls. 

Cal  -  va-ry    calls,   To  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  with  the  jas  -  per  walls. 

e  -  vil  be  -  falls,    In  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  with  the  jas  -  per  walls. 
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Oh,  that  beau  -  ti-ful  land,  that  beau-ti-ful  land,  I've  a  home    o 
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Beautiful  Land,  etc.— Concluded. 
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poor     tent  falls,   In    that  beau-ti-ful     land  with  the  jas  -  per  walls. 
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Every  Day  and  Hour. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  Sav-ior,  more  than  life  to    me,      I  am  clinging,  clinging  close 

2.  Thro'  this  changing  world  below,  Lead  me  gently,  gently     as 

3.  Let  me  love  Thee  more  and  more,  Till  this  lieeting,  fleeting  life 


to  Thee, 
I    go; 
is  o'er; 
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Let  Thy  precious  blood  applied,  Keep  me  ev-er,    ev-er  near  Thy  side.' 
Trusting  Thee,  I  can  -  not  stray,    I    can  nev-er,   nev-er   lose  my  way. 
Till  my  soul    is  lost    in  love,     In    a  brighter,  brighter  world  a- bove. 
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Let  me  feel  Thy  cleansing  power; 
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May  Thy  ten-der  love    to    me  Bind  me  clos-er,  clos-er,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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A  Little  While  to  Wait. 


Charles  H.  Crandall. 

Duet. 
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1.  A  ~ lit-tle  while  to  wait  and  watch  and  wonder,  And  then  to  know  the 

2.  A    lit-tle  while  to  climb  life's  stormy  mountain,  And  then  to  see      the 

3.  A    lit-tle  while  to  say, '  'not  mine, but  Thy  way, '  'And  then  to  won  -  der 


spirit's  glad  release ;  A  little  while  to  bear  the  strife  and  thunder,  And  then  to 
vale  with  beauty  rife ;  A  little  waiting  by  the  barren  fountain.  And  then  to 
we  were  not  more  wise ;     A  little  stumbling  in  the  dusty  highway,  And  then  the 
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hear  the  har-mo-nies    of        peace, 
taste  the  liv-ing  streams  of     life, 
meadow-lands  of  Par  -  a    -    dise. 


A  lit-tle     while, 


lit-tle 


A  lit-tle  while, 


while, A  lit-tle  while,  and    we    shall         go To  be  at 

a  lit-tle  while,  A  little  while,  and  we  shall  go,  and  we  shall  go 


^ 


9    9    9    9 


*-*—*- 


t=t 


9-9-*- 


*-•- 


^-^r 


k_k-k-*-*^-k- 


a 


v-*- 


V  v  v  v-v- 


v    ^    )j    \S    v    ^    V 


<s    t/       V       V 


± 


-N-iV- 


rs   n   rs] — V 


m 


14=4: 


r>- 


3 


TJ-* 


■^ 


9—^r 


home  with  Christ  in  freav'n  forever,  With  all  the  saints  eternal  joys  to    know. 
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Oh,  It  Is  Wonderful 


E.  C.  Gheen.    Alt. 
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Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Can     it  be  that  Jesus  bought  me,  And  on  the  hallowed  cross  atoned  for  me, 

2.  Praise  His  name,  He  sought  and  found  me,  Saved  me  from  wandering  and  bro't  me  near; 

3.  It  was  months  He  had  been  waiting,  Waiting  the  dawning  of  the  precious  hour; 

4.  From  that  hour  He  has  been  seeking  How  He  may  fill  me  with  His  precious  love; 
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Loved  me, chose  me  ere  I  knew  Him '?  Oh, what  a  precious, precious  Friend  is  He! 
Free-ly  now  His  grace  bestowing,  Je-sus   is  growing  unto  me  more  dear. 
When  I  should  at  last  be  yielding,  Yielding  to  Jesus  ev'ry  ransomed  pow'r. 
How  He  may  thro'  grace  transform  me,  Meet  for  the  fellowship  of  saints  a-bove. 
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Oh,        it       is      won  -  der  -  ful,      Ver  -  y,    ver  -  y    won-der  -  ful, 
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5  As  T  think  of  all,  I  marvel      [sought, 
Why  in  such  patience  He  my  good  has 

And  bestowed  His  grace  upon  me, 
And  in  my  spirit  such  a  change  has 
wrought. 


6  So  I  cry,  with  love  o'erflowing:  _ 
"Unto  the  Savior  be  eternal  praise, 

Who  redeemed  me,  soul  and  body, 
Filling  with  gladness  all  my  earthly 
days.1' 
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O  Come  to  My  Redeemer. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Howabd  E.  Smith. 


1.  I  came  to  my    Re-deem-er  thro'  mer-cy  rich  and  free;  He    led    me 

2.  I'm  trust-ing  in     my  Sav  -  ior  for  strength  as  in  my  day;     I   come  to 
Since    first     I  came  to  Je  -  sus     I     bet  -  ter  know  His  love ;  I    want  to 
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to    the  fountain  that  flows  from  Cal-va-ry ;  The  tender  Shepherd  sought  me  up- 
Him  in  troub-le    to  wipe  my  tears  a-way,  And  while  I  fight  the  bat-tie,  and 
see  His  beau-ty    in  mansions  bright  above;  But  oh,    I  long  that  oth-ers  shall 


on    the  mountains  cold,  And  now  I'm  sweetly  resting  within  His  happy  fold. 

while   I  run  the  race ,1  'm  "looking  un-to  Je-sus"    for  all  the  need-ed  grace. 

to    this  Sav-ior  flee;  You'll  find  Him  just  as  precious  as  He  has  been  to  me. 
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Come,  0  come! He's  call-ing  now  to  you;  Come,  0    come!....  you' 

Come,  O  come!  Come,  O  come  I 
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find  Him  good  and  true;  Come  now  to  my  Redeemer, while  many  pray'rs  ascend: 
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O  Come  to  My  Redeemer.— Concluded. 
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He's     such      a  might -y    Sav-ior.      He's    such     a  Faith- ful  Friend. 
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Thank  God,  I  See, 


\V.  J.  K. 
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1.  I'll  sing    of    Je  -  sus1  wondrous  love,  And  what  He's  done  for  me; 

2.  My  way  was  dark,  my  soul  was  bound,  No  pow'r  could  set  me  free 

3.  I  knew  'twas  Je  -  sus,  bless  His  name,  He  whispered  peace  to  me; 

4.  And  now  the  cleans-ing  fount  I     see,     By  faith    I    feel    and  know 
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Where-as,  I  once  was  blind  in  sin,  Thank  God,  I  now  can  see. 
Till  Je- sus  came  and  touched  my  eyes,  And  now,thank  God,  I  see. 
He  saved  my  soul,  the  light  flowed  in,  And  now,thank  God,  I  see. 
That  Je  -  sus'  blood    a  -  vails  for  me,    And  wash-es  white    as  snow. 
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I    see,     I     see,  thank  God,   I    see,     My    blind-ness  now    is     o'er 
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And  Je  -  sus    is       re  -  vealed  to  me,     My  Sav-ior     ev  .  -    er-more. 
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40  Lead  Me,  Savior. 

F.  M.  D.     With  expression. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Sav-ior.lead  me,  lest  I  stray, 

2.  Thou  the  refuge  of  iny  soul 

3.  Sav-ior,leadme,thenatlast, 
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Gen-tly  lead  me  all  the  way; 
When  life's  stormy  billows  roll,' 
When  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 
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lead  me,  Test  I  stray,  Gen  •  tly 


lead  me  all  the  way; 
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I  am  safe  when  by  thy  side, 
I  am  safe  when  then  art  nigh, 
To  the  land  of  endless  day, 

■(2. 


I  would  in  thy  love  a-bide. 
All  my  hopes  on  thee  rely. 
Where  all  tears  are  wiped  a-way. 
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safe  when  by  thy  side,  I       would 


in  thy  lov< 
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Lead     me,      lead    me,     Sav  -  ior,  lead  me,  lest  I    stray; 


lest    I  stray;        • 
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Gently  down  the  stream  of  time,        Lead  me,  Savior,  all  the  way. 

stream  of  time,  all  the  way. 
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41       I  Never  will  Cease  to  Love  Him. 


C.  H.  G. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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For  all  the  Lord  has  done  for  me, 
He  gives  me  strength  for  ev-'ry  day, 
Tho    all  the  world  His  love  re  -  ject, 


1. 
2. 
3. 

4.  He  saves  me    ev  -  'ry    day  and  hour;  I 

5.  While  on  my  jour-ney  here  be  -  low,   I 


nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him; 
nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him ; 
nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him; 
nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him ; 
nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him ; 
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And  for  His  grace  so    rich  and  free,    I  nev-er  will  cease  to  love 

He  leads  and  guides  me  all  the  way,  I  nev-er  will  cease  to  love 

I  could  not  such    a  friend  neg-lect,  I  nev-er  will  cease  to  love 

Just  now   I    feel  His  cleansing  pow'r,  I  nev-er  will  cease  to  love 

And  when  to  that  bright  world  I    go,    I  nev-er  will  cease  to  love 


Him. 
Him. 
Him. 
Him. 
Him. 
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I    nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him,        My  Sav-ior,          my  Sav-ior; 

He's  ray     Sav-ior,  He's    ray     Sav-ior; 
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I     nev-er  will  cease  to  love  Him,       He's  done  so  much  for     me. 
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For    He's     done     so  much  for       me. 
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42       Blessed  Jesus,  Keep  Me  White. 

P.  P.  B.  P.  P.  BlLHOBK. 
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1.  Blessed    Je  -  sus  Thou  art,     mine,  All      I    have     is    wholly  Thine; 

2.  I        am  safe   with -in    the     fold,    All    my  cares    on  Thee  are  roll'd; 

3.  Pre-cious  Je  -  sus,  day   by      day,  Keep  me    in      the    ho  -  ly    way; 
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Thou  dost  dwell  with-in    my   heart,  Make  me  clean    in     ev  -  'ry    part. 
I         en  -  joy      the  sweet-est     rest,    For    I'm  lean  -  ing   on  Thy  breast. 
Keep  my  mind    in    per  -  feet   peace,  Ev  -  'ry    day    my  faith  increase. 
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Blessed      Je                         sus,  keep  me  white,  keep  me  white,  Keep  me 
Bless  ed    Je  -  sus,                         keep  me  white, 
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walking,  keep  me  walking  in   the    light, All   I    have. . 

Keep  me  walking  in    the  light,  All 
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whol-ly      Thine, 

is  wholly  Thine 
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ed     Je    -     -     -    sus,  Thou  art  mine. 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus, 
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43    O  Don't  You  Hear  Him  Knocking? 


Rep.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  A  hand  all  bruised  and  bleeding  is  knocking  at  the  door,  Is  knocking  at  the 

2.  How  often  when  in  sickness,  your  body  racked  with  pain, This  knocking  re- 

3.  While  standing  by  the  casket  of  some  departed  friend,  With  sorrow  your 

4.  Why  will  you  keep  Him  knocking?  why  don't  you  let  Him  in?  He'll  fill  all  your 
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door  of  your  heart;  It  is  the  hand  of  Jesus, who  long  has  knocked  before, 
.sounded  in  your  ears;  How  often  in  the  nighttime  the  knock  would  come  again, 
heart  was  sick  and  sore ;  What  caused  that  train  of  thinking  of  how  your  life  would  end? 
pathway  with  delight;  That  hand  so  torn  and  bleeding  will  wash  away  your  sin; 
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Tho'  oft    you  have  told  Him  to  de  -  part. 

So    loud  it  would  fill  your  soul  with  tee 

That  hand  was  then  knocking  at  the  door 

Oh,   wel  -  come  the  Savior  in     to-  night. 
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O  don't  you  hear  Him  knocking, 
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knocking  at  the  door  ?  He's  knocking  at  the  door  to  come  in ;      He  wants  an  invi- 
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tation  to  cross  your  threshold  o'er,  Then  Jesus  will  save  you  from  all  sin. 
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Mrs.  Mart  B.  Wingate. 
Moderate.  Con  espress, 
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My  Mother's  God. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK 
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1 .  I' ve  wandered  away  from  my  home  and  the  right ;I'  ve  wandered  away  from  my  Lord ; 

2.  She  taught  me  to  pray  in  my  innocent  youth;  At  mom  and  at  eve  I  would  bow; 

3.  I've  wandered  away  from  my  home  and  the  right;  I've  wandered  away  from  my  Lord; 

4.  I'll  wander  no  longer  from  home  and  the  right;  I'll  wander  no  more  from  my  Lord ; 
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But  prayers  are  ascending  to  heaven  to-night;  They  rise  to  my  mother's  God. 
She  taught  me  to  walk  in  the  pathway  of  truth,Oh,  where  am  I  walking  now? 
I  long  for  the  sight  of  home  faces  to-night;  I  long  for  my  mother's  God. 
My  prayers  are  ascending  to  heaven  to-night;  They  rise  to  my  mother's  God. 
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I  know  she  is  praying — she  prays  for  her  son;  She's  weeping  and  praying  at  home ; 

How  peaceful  and  bright  were  my  earliest  days,  At  home  with  my  mother  so  dear; 

I'll  go  to  my  Father  in  heaven  and  say,  "0  Father!  I'm  lost  and  un-done; 

My  Father  has  welcomed  the  wand'rer,  and  said,  (While  His  arms  were  enfolding  me  round, ) 


I  know  she  remembers  her  wandering  one  Wherever,  wherever  I   roai  a. 
I  grieve  as  I  think  of  her  fond,  loving  ways,  I'm  weeping,  yes,  many  a  tear. 
Give  me  but  the  place  of  a  servant,  I  pray,  Not  worthy  am  I  for  Thy  son." 
'Bring  forth  the  best  robe,  and  the  feast  shall  be  spread,  Rejoice!  for  the  lost  one  is  found. ' ' 
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I'll  wander  no  longer  away  from  my  God;  No  longer  in  sin  will  I  roam: 
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My  Mother's  God.— Concluded. 
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I'll  go  to  my  Savior, He'll  take  me,I  know,  While  mother  is  praying  at  home. 
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Jesus  shall  Wear  the  Crown. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
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1.  The  Lord  hath  set  up  His  sweet  kingdom  of  peace,  Jesus  shall  wear  the  crown 

2.  He  comes  to  my  heart  with  rich  blessing  to-day,  Jesus  shall  wear  the  crown 

3.  I've  served  other  masters  in  fol-ly  and  sin,     Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown 

4.  For  -  ev  -  er  and  ev-er  His  kingdom  shall  be,  Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown 
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And  like  a  broad  river  its  power  shall  increase,  Jesus  shall  wear  the  crown. 
To  bring  all  within  me  beneath  His  full  sway,  Jesus  shall  wear  the  crown. 
But  now  my  Redeemer  is  reigning  with-in,  Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown. 
His  people  shall  sing  by  the  bright  crystal  sea,  Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown. 
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Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown, ...        Je  -  sus  shall  wear     the  crown;. . 

Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown,  Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown; 
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E  -  ter  -  ni-ty's  gems  at  His  feet  laid  down,  Je-sus  shall  wear  the  crown. 
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Make  Me  a  Blessing  To-day. 


"  Lord  bless  me,  and  make  me  a  blessing. 
Rev.  H.  J.  Zelley. 
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-Rev.  D ,  B.  Updegraff. 

H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  I       do     not  ask     to  choose  my  path;  Lord,  lead  me  in  Thy  way; 

2.  A-round   me,  Lord,  are  sin  -  ful  men,  Who  scorn  and  dis-o  -  bey; 

3.  To  those  who  once  Thy  love  have  known,  But  now  are  far  a  -  stray, 

4.  Some  saints  of  Thine  are    in     dis-tress,   And  for  Thy  ful-ness  pray; 

5.  If   thou  hast  an   -  y     er  -  rand,  Lord,  Send  me,  and  I'll  o  -  bey; 
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Inspire  each  tho't  and  prompt  each  word,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to 
Use  me  to  win  them  from  their  sins,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to 
Help  me  to  lead  them  back  to  Thee,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to 
Oh,  let  me  go  and  help  them,  Lord,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to 
Use  me    in  an  -  y  way  Thou  wilt,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to 
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Bless  me,  Lord,  and  make  me  a  blessing;  I'll  gladly  Thy  message  convey; 
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Use  me  to  help  some  poor,  needy  soul,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to-day. 
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47       There's  a  Hill  Lone  and  Gray. 


Rev.  B.  Carradine,  D.  D. 


-^ 


aW 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
IN     N     I 


I? 


M=M 


*=|e 


El 


-£>- 


4S- 


1.  There's  a  hill  lone  and  gray  In    a  land  far  a-  way,  In    a  coun-try    be- 

2.  Oh,  so  faint  on  the  road,  'Neath  a  world's  heavy  load,  Comes  a  thorn-crowned 

3.  Hark !  I  hear  the  dull  blow  Of  the  hammer  swung  low;  They  are  nailing  my 

4.  How  they  mock  Him  in  death,  To  His  last  lab'ring  breath,  While  His  friends  sadly 
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yond  the  blue  sea,  Where  beneath  that  fair  sky  Went  a  man  forth  to  die,  For  the 
man  o'er  the  way!  With  a  cross  He  is  bowed,  But  still  on  thro'  the  crowd  He's  as- 
Lord  to  the  tree !  And  the  cross  they  upraise  While  the  multitude  gaze  On  the 
weep  o'er  the  way!  But  tho'  lonely  and  faint,  Still  no  word  of  complaint  Fell  from 
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world,  and  for  you,  and  for  me. 
cending  that  hill  lone  and  gray, 
blest  Lamb  of  dark  Cal-va-ry! 
Him  on  the  hil-lock  of     gray. 


Oh,  it  bows  down  my  heart,  And  the  tear-drops  will 
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start,  When  in  mem'ry  that  gray  hill  I  see; 
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For  'twas  there,  on  its  side,  Jesus 
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5  Then  the  darkness  came  down, 
And  the  rocks  rent  around, 

And  a  cry  pierced  the  sad-laden  air! 
'Twas  the  voice  of  our  King, 
Who  received  death's  dark  sting, 

All  to  save  us  from  endless  despair! 
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6  Let  the  sun  hide  its  face, 
Let  the  earth  reel  apace, 

Over  men  who  their  Savior  have  slain! 
But,  behold!  from  the  sod, 
Comes  the  blest  Lamb  of  God, 

Who  was  slain,  but  is  risen  again! 
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There  is  Joy. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  When  a  sin-ner  comes,  as     a     sin  -  ner    may,  There  is 

2.  When  a  soul   is    born  in    the  kingdom  bright,  There  is 

3.  When  a  pilgrim  comes  to    the  riv  -   er    wide,  There  is 
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there  is     joy;, 


When  he  turns  to  God  in  the  gos  -  pel  way, 
When  it  walks  by  faith  in  the  gos  -  pel  light, 
When  he  dwells  se-cure    on    the    oth  -  er  side, 
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there   is    joy.    There  is   joy      a  -  mong  the 
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sin  -  ner  comes    re  -  pent  -  ing,    Bend-ing  low     be  -  fore    the  King. 
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Haste  Then  to  Jesus. 


-^— FV 


Chas.  J.  Butler. 
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1.  0"   what  a  sad  time,  poor  sinner,  'twill  be,  When  you  stand  on  the  shore  of 

2.  Now,  sin-ner,  you  may  be   hap  -  py  and  gay,  Thy  pleasures  will  soon  all 

3.  You'll  launch  out  amid  the  gloom  of  the  night,  And    oh,  not  a  star  will 

4.  0  haste  then  to  Christ,  His  voice  you  will  hear  To  thee. sweetly  say  -  ing, 
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death's  dark  sea;  When  the  sound  of  the  breakers  shall  fall  on  thine  ear,  And  thy 
van-ish  a-way,     And    oh,  there  on  death's  dark  and  storm-beaten  strand,    For  - 
lend  its  dim  light,  And  driv-en  and  tossed  with  the  tempest's  rude  blast,  On  the 
"Be  of  good  cheer;"  He  will  bear  thee  safe  o  -  ver  the  wild  billows'  foam,  And 
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soul      is  filled  with  sor- row  and  fear.   -, 

sak  -  en    at   last,  dear  one 3,  you  will  stand.  /  Haste  the    t 0  Jesus  ere  you 

shore    ot    de-spair,  a  wreck  you  11  be  cast.    I  '        '  J 


spair,  a  wrecK  you  n  ue  ctt&u.    i 
that  blest  land  will  give  thee    a  home.  ' 
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reach  the  dark  shore;  He,  the  blest  boatman,  will  carry  thee  o'er;  All  who  have 


KeeS 


*=* 


+  *•  + 


l^-k-±-J*^Jf=*. 


fcrf: 


*=* 


ee£ 


-£/— i^ 


^ 


-N— fc 


a 


===* 


■X-Or 


^— A- 


*-#- 


N— \- 


:*=* 


*—& 


^— *— * 


trusted  their  souls  to  His  care,  Have  reached  the  blest  port,  and  are  safe  o-ver  there. 
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The  Great  White  Throne. 


Eli  G.  Cheisty. 
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1.  I     love  the  bless-ei?  Je  -  sus,  My 

2.  I     love  the  bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  For 

3.  0     let    me  live  for  Je  -  sus,  And 

4.  Then  let  me    die   in  Je  -  sus:  His 
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Sav  -ior  and  my  Friend;  Help 
me    He  bled  and  died;  And 
bear  His  cross  be-  low;   And 
pres-ence     I   shall  have  While 
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me  to  sing  His  prais 
in  His  precious  mer 
if     the    Sav-ior  calls 

cross-ing 
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es,  Till  earth-ly    life  shall  end;   And  then  in 
it     I'll     ev  -  er-more  con -fide;    I'll  wor-ship 
me    To    suf  -  fer  pain  and  woe,      I   want  to 
o  -  ver    Jor  -  dan,  To  calm  the  troubled  wave;  And  when,  tri- 
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garments  pure  and  white,  With  crowns  and  harps  cf  gold,  We'll  meet  this  Friend  on  the 
Him  who  rose  a-gain,  Triumphant  o'er  the  grave;  And  when  we  meet  as  a 
be     like  Je-sus  still,  And  always  watch  and  pray,  That  I  may  rest  in  the 
umphant  o  -  ver  death,  I  gain  the  blissful  shore,  I'll  reign  with  Him  in  the 
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plains  of  light,  His  glo  -   ry     to     be  -  hold, 
ransomed  throng,  We'll  sing  His  pow'r  to  save, 
hap  -  py  home,  In  realms  of    end  -  less  day. 
world  a-bove,When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


When  we  gather  round  the 
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great  white  throne,  When  we  gather  round  the  great  white 
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The  Great  White  Throne.— Concluded. 

i 


mm^mm 


-k-H- 


%=$ 


mm 


-«— 


-ftz  ± 


sing  His  praise  thro'  endless  clays,  When  we  gather  round  the  great  white  throne. 
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O  Blessed  Hour. 


C.  G. 


Chas.  Groenendyke. 
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1.  0    bless  -  ed  hour  when  first  T  knew       Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior, 

2.  He  rolled  the  bur  -  den  from  my  soul,      Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior, 

3.  What  can    I    do    for  this  kind  Friend,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior? 
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When  to    the  cross  my  soul  He  drew,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior;  'Twas 

He  made  my  wound-ed  spir-  it  whole,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior;     He 

I'll    love  Him,  serve  Him  to  the    end,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav  -  ior;  And 
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there  I  found  sweet  peace  and  rest,  A  trem-bling  joy  with  -  in  my  breast, 
ban-ishedall  my  grief  and  pain,  He  washed  a- way  my  guilt- y  stain, 
when  at     last  my    work   is    o'er,  And    I    shall  reach  the  heav'nly  shore, 
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A    pre-cious  Friend,  a  heav'nly  Guest,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav 

He  made  my  heart  re  -  joice  a  -  gain,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav 

I'll  sing  His  prais-es      ev  -  er  -  more,  Je  -  sus,  my  dear  Sav 

_       -#-.-*-  -«-     -*-        -0-     -m-  m    -£-     ■#■       «?- 


Me 


£=£ 


^ 


=1      I     il- 


ior. 
ior. 
ior. 


i 


1 f— 

Copyright,  1898,  by  Geo.  D.  Eldorkin. 
53 


52 


I've  Heard  of  a  Savior. 


From  "Special  Songs." 
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1.  I've  heard  of  a  Savior  whose  love  was  so  strong,  He  loved  a  poor  sinner  like  me; 

2.  This  wonderful  Savior  took  such  a  low  place,To  save  a  poor  sinner  like  ine; 

3.  This    Je-sus  had  nowhere  to  lay  His  head,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me; 

4.  This  God  of  all  grace  is  waiting  here  now,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like  you; 
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He  turned  His  back  on  the  glorified  throng,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like 
His  heart  o'erflowing  with  wondrous  grace,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like 
He  was  a  Lamb  to  the  slaughter  led,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like 
Come  as  you  are,  at  the  mercy-seat  bow,  He'll  save  a  poor  sinner  like 
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me. 
me. 
you. 
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The  angels  they  sang  Him  from  glory, 

Was  born  in  a  sta-ble  and  manger, 

'Midst  darkness  my  Savior  is  dy  -  ing,  " 

Your  life  may  be  all    re  -  bel-lion, 


I'm  glad  that  they  told  me  the  story; 
In  His  own  world  was  a  stranger, 
'Tis  finished ! ' '  I  hear  Jesus  crying, 
Still  you  may  have  this  salvation; 
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He  came  from  on  high  to  suf-fer  and  die,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like 

With  all  things  did  part  to  win  my  hard  heart,  And  save  a  poor  sinner  like 

My  soul  may  go  free,  He  died  on  the  tree,  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like 

Back-slider  as  well,  I'm  so  glad  to  tell,  He'll  save  a  poor  sinner  like 
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I've  Heard  of  a  Savior.— Concluded. 
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My  sins  rose  as  high  as  a  mountain,  They  all  disappeared  in  the  Fountain; 
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He  put  my  name  down  for  a  palace  and  crown,0  bless  His  dear  name,  I  am  free. 


He  is  All  in  All  to  Me. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Arr.  by  W.  J  K. 
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There  is  constant  joy  abiding  In  Christ,  my  Lord  and  King;  Of  His  love  that 

When  my  path  is  veiled  in  shadows,  And  clouds  above  me  roll,    I  can  smile  a  - 

I  can  see  His  bow  of  promise  Thro1  tears  and  trials  deep;   I  can  hear  His 

I  shall  yet  behold  and  praise  Him,  And  dwell  in  perfect  peace,  In  the  golden 
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passeth  knowledge  My  heart  and  tongue  shail  sing 
mid  the  tempest,  His  glory  fills  my  soul.  X 
voice  like  music,  That  lulls  my  care  to  sleep.  \ 
land  of  beauty,  Where  cloud  and  wave  shall  cease 
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He  is  all  in  all  to     me,       ) 
And  my  song  of  songs  shall  be,  ) 
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He's  all  in  all  to  me, 
my  song  of  songs  shall  be, 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  0       my    Sav  -  ior, 
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Sunlight. 


J.  \V.  Van  De  Venter. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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wan-dered  in      the  shades  of  night,  Till  Je  -  sus  came  to  me, 

2.  Tho' clouds  may  gath  -  er     in      the  sky,   And  bil-lows  round  me  roll, 

3.  While  walking  in     the  light      of   God,     I  sweet  communion  find; 

4.  I  cross    the  wide    ex -tend  -  ed  fields,    I    jour-ney  o'er  the  plain, 

5.  Soon    1      shall  see    Him  as      He    is,     The  Light  that  came  to  me; 
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And  with  the  sun  -  light  of      His  love    Bid  all  my  darkness  flee. 
How-ev  -  er  dark    the  world  may   be      I've  sun-light  in    my  soul. 

I    press  with  ho  -  \y    vig  -  or     on,    And  leave  the  world  behind. 
And    in     the  sun  -  light  of      His  love      I  reap  the  gold-en  grain. 

Be  -  hold  the  brightness    of     His  face,  Thro'-out    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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Sunlight,  sun-light 


Sun-light,  sun-light  in    my  soul   to-day, 
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Since    the  Sav  -  ior  found    me, 
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S.  M.  Sayford. 


We're  on  the  Way. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


£& 


^— -r 


-9-        -9-       •-       #-•      -9-         m        w        €-•         -9-        -j-     -9-       w  w 

The  promised  land    by    faith   I     see,  Where  God's  own  glo    -  ry 

The  promised  land,  where  thousands  dwell  Who've  washed  their  robes  in 

The  promised  land,  with  mansions  fair,  Where    Je  •  sus  now      pre- 

The  promised  land,  the     Father's  house,     A  -  waits  us     on        the 
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Je  -  sus'  Wood;  With  them  we'll 
pares  a  place;  From  whence  Hell 
shin  -  ing  shore;  When  there  we'll 
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dwell    with  Christ  re-deemed;   By 
wave     the  branch  of     palm  When 
come     to     take     us    home,   And 
strike    our  harps    of     gold,    And 
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His    own  grace  we  re    on      the  way.    n 

we    have  crossed  the     nar  -  row  flood,  f  Wp>„            th     wav 
we    shall     see     Him  face      to  face,    f  Were  on     the  way' 
praise  His  name     for  -  ev    -    er-more.  ' 
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My  Mother's  Bible, 


M.  B.  Williams. 
Duet. 

rfc — IV— A- 


Charlik  D.  Tillmas. 
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1.  There's  a  dear  and  precious  book,  Tho'  it's  worn  and  fad-ed  now,  Which  re- 

2.  There  she  read    of    Je  -sus'    love,    As  He  blest  the  chil-dren  dear,  How  He 

3.  Well,  those  days  are  past  and  gone,  But  their  mem'ry  lin-gers  still,  And  the 
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calls  the  hap  -  py  days  of  long    a  -  go:        When  I  stood  at  mother's  knee, 
suf-fered,bled  and  died  up-  on   the  tree;  Of  His  heav-y  load  of  care, 

dear  old  Book  each  day  has  been  my  guide;       And  I  seek  to    do  His  will, 
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With- her  hand  np-on  my  brow,  And  I  heard  her  voice  in  gentle  tones  and  low. 
Then  she  dried  my  flowing  tear  With  her  kiss-es  as  she  said  it  was  for  me. 
As     my  moth-er  taugbtme  then,  And   ev  -  erin  my  heart  His  words  a  bide. 
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Bless-ed  book, precious  book, On  thy  dear  old  tear-stained 

Bless-ed  book,                  precious  book, 
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leaves  I    love    to     look; Thou  art  sweet-er  day   by   day, 

love    to    look; 
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My  Mother's  Bible. 
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Concluded 

IS     J*      h 

\ « ah 

■ i sl_ 


w 


mm 


As  I  walk  the  narrow  way  That  leads  at  last    to  that  bright  home  above 
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57  Oh,  such  Wonderful  Love! 

I.  N.  McHose.    Alt.  I.  N.  McHosb. 
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1.  O    the  great  love  the  dear  Savior  has  shown  To  shamefully  die  on  the    tree, 

2.  Pal  -  aces,  mansions  and  inns  had  no  room  For  Christ,  who  so  joyfully  came 

3.  Man  of  great  sorrows  and  homeless  was  He,  But  yet  my  Redeemer  and  Friend, 
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Leaving  His  sceptre  and  beautiful  throne  To  res-cue  a    sin-ner  like    me! 
Down  from  yon  heaven  our  path  to  illume,  And  save  us  from  sin  and  from  shame. 
Pour-ing  in  in  -  fi-nite  streams  upon  me,    A    love  that  can  never-more  end. 
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Oh, such  wonderful  love!  Oh, such  won-der-ful    love! 

Oh,  such  wonderful,                            Oh,  such  wonderful, 
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sus,my  Savior,  left  sceptre  and  throne,  To  rescue  a  sin-ner  like  me. 


_*_^: 


-#-  -p-  -p- 


-p— p- 


t=l 


££ 


IS 


v— ^ 


*   p   F 


fc/— fc/— 1>— ?— p- 


i/     y     *    1        i/ 
By  per.  Henry  Date,  owner  of  copyright. 

59 


58        At  the  Crossing  over  Jordan. 


C.  B. 


Chas.  Bentley. 
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1.  When  we  near  the  riv  -  er  Jor-clan,With  its  rushing,  swelling  tide,  Let  us 

2.  As    we  cross  the  riv-er  Jordan  With  its  flood  that  none  can  check, Then  the 

3.  We  are  nearing  that  dark  river  Which  we  all  must  cross  some  day;  But  the 
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put  our  trust  in  Je  -  sus  as  we  go;  We  shall  hear  His  gen-tle  whisper, 
Savior's  guiding  hand  will  lead  us  o'er;  Tho'  the  billows'  roar  be  mighty, 
faithful  of  the  Fa-ther  need  not  fear,  For  the  Sav-ior  there  is  waiting, 
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"Fear  not,  I  am  by  Thy  side,"  At  the  crossing  o-ver  Jordan  He'll  be  there. 
There  is  nothing  we  need  fear,  At  the  crossing  o-ver  Jordan  He'll  be  there 
He    will  safe-  ly  take  us  o'er,    At  the  crossing  o-ver  Jordan  He'll  be  there. 
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Just  be-yond  the  swelling  tide,  At  the  crossing  o-ver  Jordan  He'll  be  there. 
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At  the  cross    -    ing  o-ver  Jor  -  dan,  At  the  cross  -  ing  He'll  be  there; 

Crossing  over  Jordan, at  the  crossing  He'll  be  there,  Crossing  over  Jordan,  He'll  be  there.Ho'll  be  there; 
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Birdis  Bell. 

Solo.  Slow,  with  expression 


Just  One  Touch. 


J.  Howard  Entwtslb. 
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1.  Just  one  touch  as  He  moves  along,  Pushed  and  pressed  by  the  jostling  thron< 

2.  Just  one  touch  and  He  makes  me  whole,  Speaks  sweet  peace  to  my  sin-sick  soul, 

3.  Just  one  touch!  and  the  work  is  done,     I    am  saved  by  the  bless-ed  Son, 

4.  Just  one  touch !  and  He  turns  to  me,      Oh,  the  love   in  His  eyes  I    see ! 

5.  Just  one  touch!  by  His  mighty  pow'r  He  can  heal  thee  this  ver  -  y  hour, 
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Just  one  touch  and  the  weak  was  strong,  Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

At       His  feet  all  my    burdens  roll,—  Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

I    will  sing  while  the  a  -  ges  run,      Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

I       am  His,  for  He  hears  my  plea,     Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

Thou  canst  hear  tho'  the  tempests  low'r,  Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 
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Chorus. 
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Just  one  touch  as  He  pass-es    by,      He    will  list    to  the  faintest    cry, 

J—4—~- 


t=t 


-#— #■ 


FT— i — t- 


I  '  1    I 


tfc 


1 — r^ 


^ 


2?r 


& 


3 


t=t 


iE 


JU-iM- 


^— » 


■**?TT 


Come 
I 


^ 


and  be  saved  while  the  Lord  is  nigh, Christ  is  the  Heal-er  di-vine. 
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Come  Close  to  the  Savior. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


(Duet  and  Quartet,  or  Chorus.) 
I 


Dr.  H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  Come  close  to  the  Sav-ior,    thy  loving  Redeemer,     0  sorrowing  heart  op- 

2.  Come  close  to  the  Sav-ior,   He  calleth  thee  gently,  Draw  near  to  thy  Father's 

3.  Come  close  to  the  Sav-ior,  earth's  pleasures  are  fleeting,  But  Jesus  will  care  for 
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pressed,  (sorely  oppressed,)  Life's  journey  is  dreary,  thy  spir-it  is  wea  -ry ; 
throne,  (tny  Father's  throne.)  His  eyes  will  behold  thee,  His  mercy  en-fold  thee, 
thee;  (He'll  care  for  thee;)  Whatever  may  grieve  thee,  He  never  will  leave  thee, 
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0  come  unto  Him  and  rest.  Come  close  to  the  Savior, 0  why  dost  Thou  linger? 

Why  carry  thy  grief  a  -  lone  V  Come  close  to  the  Savior,  0  trust  and  remember, 

Thy  strength  as  Thy  day  shall  be.  Come  close  to  the  Savior,  0  come  as  a  birdling 


He  knoweth  thy  heart  op 
Thro'  tri-als  our  souls  are 
Flies  back  to  its  par  -   ent 
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blest, 
nest, 
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(sorely  oppressed.)  His  promise  be- 
(richly  are  blest.)  What-ev  -  er  be- 
(flies  to  its    nest.)  Where  peace  like  a 
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liev  -  ing,    His  message  receiving, 
tide  thee,    thy  ref-uge  will  hide  thee, 
riv  -  er,    flows  onward  for-ev  -  er, 
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0  come  unto  Him  and  rest. 
0  come  unto  Him  and  rest. 
0  come  unto  Him  and       rest. 
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H.  R.  Palmer. 


Come  Close  to  the  Savior.— Concluded. 


Chorus.  Slowly. 
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Peacefully,  tranquilly,  tenderly  rest,  Folding  thy  wings  like  a  dove,  

like  a    dove, 


Peacefully,  tranquilly,  tenderly  rest  Safe  in  the  arms  of  His  love. 

in   the  arms  of  His  love. 
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61  Thou  Thinkest,  Lord,  of  Me. 

E.  D.  Munu.  ■'  The  Lord  thiuketh  upon  me."— Ps.  11:  17.  E.  S.  Lohenz. 
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1.  A  -  mid  the  tri  -  als  which  I  meet,    A-mid  the  thorns  that  pierce  my  feet, 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast,  Up  -  on  my  soul  their  shadows  cast; 

3.  Let  shadows  come,  let  shadows  go,      Let  life  be  bright  or  dark  with  woe, 
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ly  sweet,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
at  last,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
I   know,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,   of 
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fear    since  Thou  art  near,  And  thinkest,  Lord,  of     me! 
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62  Loyalty  to  the  Master. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Loy-al-ty  to    the  Mas-ter,   loy-al  -  ty    to  the  King;  Loy-al  -  ty  now  and 

2.  Loy-al-ty  to    the  Mas-ter;  letting  Him  lead  the  way;  Glo-ri-ous  is    His 

3.  Loy-al-ty  to    the  Mas-ter;  looking   to  Him  a  -  lone,  Turning  a- way  from 
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ev  -  er,  cheer -i  -  ly  let  us  sing; 
ban  -  ner,  fol  -  low  it  ev  -  'ry  day; 
e    -    vil,     Je  -  sus  will  keep  His  own; 
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Whol-ly     at  His  commandment, 

In  -  to    the  midst  of  bat  -  tie, 

On-ward,  still  on-ward  press-ing, 
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let  ev-'ry  sol-dier  be,  Joy-ful-ly  serving  Je  -  sus,  serving  with  loy-al-ty. 
conquering  as  we  go,  Vic-to  -  ry  He  has  promised  o-ver  the  deadly  foe. 
seeing  the  star-ry  prize  Waiting  for  all  the  faithful, meeting  beyond  the  skies. 
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Loy  -  al  soldiers,  let    us    joy-ful  -  ly  march  a-long,     For 
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march, 
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for  -     -    ward, with  a  triumphant  song;  On      -    ward,  on 
stead-i  -  ly  march,  Joy-ful-ly  march,  stead-i 
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Loyalty  to  the  Master.— Concluded. 
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hap-py  and  loy-al  throng,  Loy-al  to  our  Sav-ior  and  our  King 

to    our  Sav-ior  and  our  King. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Waiting  for  the  Promise. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1 .  Come,  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  and  touch  my  tongue  As  with      a  liv  -  ing  flame ; 

2.  Come,  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  sa  -  cred     fire     Bap-tize    this  heart  of  mine; 

3.  I    want    a    self  -  re-nounc-ing     will  That  owns  His  sweet  con-trol, 

4.  Come,  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  the  blood  ap  -    ply     As  Thou  hast  ne'er  be-  fore, 
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I    want  the  sane  -  ti  -  fy  -  ing    grace  My     Sav  -  ior  bids  me  claim. 
Break  ev  -  'ry  earth-ly       i   -  dol  down,  And    all       its  dross  re  -  fine. 
And  thro'  my  life     I    want   His    love      A     cease  -  less  flood  to    roll. 
That    I    may  shout  my  Sav-ior's  praise  Henceforth  and  ev  -  er-more. 
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Wait-ing, 
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I     am  wait-ing  For  the  promise  of  the  pen-te-cos  -  tal  show'r; 
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Waiting,     I    am  wait-ing  For  the  promise  of  Thy  wondrous,  mighty  powV. 
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64         The  Latch  of  Father's  Door. 

Mrs.  W.  G.  Moyeb.                                                                                   H.  L 

GlLMOUR. 
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1.  On  -  ly    a  fond  old    fa-ther,      Fa-cing the  window-pane;  Peer-ing with 

2.  On  -  ly    a   fa  -  ther  weeping,  Weep-ing  as  o'er  the     dead,    See-ingno 

3.  On  -  ly    a  rest  -  ful  homestead  Waits  the  re-turn-ing    one;     On  -  ly    a 
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anxious  long-ing  In  -  to  the  dark  and  rain ;  On  -  ly  the  wea-ry  wand  'rer, 
form  approaching,  Hearing  no  man-ly  tread ;  On-ly  a  trembling  wand 'rer, 
heav'nly  Fa-ther  Welcomes  a  long  lost  son;      On-ly    a  wea-ry  sin-ner, 
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Home  from  a  for-eign  shore,  Waiting  outside,  and  fears  to  lift  The  latch  of  his 
Longing  for  home  once  more;  Weary  and  worn,  too  faint  to  lift  The  latch  of  his 
Bro  -  ken  in  heart,  and  sore,    Al-most  persuaded  now    to  lift  The  latch  of  his 


Fa-ther's  door.  Lift  now.the  latch,  my  boy,  my  boy,  And  wait  outside  no  more; 
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There's  love  and  rest    for  thee,   my  boy 


With-in     thy  Fa-ther's   door. 
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Keep  Close  to  Jesus. 


j.  ii. 


John  Lane. 
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1.  When  you  start  for  the  land        of   heav-en  -  ly  rest,  Keep  close  to 

2.  Nev  -  er      mind      the  storms     or    tri  -  als     as  you    go,  Keep  close  to 

3.  To       be    safe  from  the  darts  of  the     e       -       vil  one,  Keep  close  to 

4.  We    shall    reach     our  home      in  heav-en     by  and    by,  Keep  close  to 
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Jesus  all  the  way;    For      He     is  the  Guide,  and  He  knows  the  way  best, 

Je-sus  all  the  way;  'Tis  a    com -fort  and  joy      His     fa-vor    to      know, 

Je-sus  all  the  way;  Take  the  shield  of     faith  till  the  vic-t'ry  is       won, 

Je-sus  all  the  way;  Where  to  those  we        love    we'll  nev-er  say  good-bye, 

-£-    _  IN     IN       !         N_ 


J^ 


-fc-4 


^;=P=p: 


<=V= =/=V 


B3 


q=p 


3=* 


KP 


#— *» 


:* — #t 


trV 


iro 


i=t 


Chorus. 


■J-- 3 2 * «— - xi — '-^h-- ■ — i 1  i> 1 


m 


Keep  close    to     Je  -  sus  all     the  way. 
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Keep  close     to     Je  -  sus, 
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Keep  close     to  Je  -  sus, 
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Keep  close    to  Je  -  sus    all  the 
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or  by  night  never  turn  from  the  right,  Keep  close  to  Jesus  all  the  way. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Just  Lean  Upon  Jesus. 
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WM.    J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


m 


£& 


A— fv- 


qr^s  j: 


* 


1.  Just  lean  up -on  Je-sus;  He'll  help  you  a -long.  And  bright-en  your 

2.  Just  lean  up  -on  Je-  sus,   In    serv  -  ice  perplexed,  And  ask  Him  to 

3.  Just  lean  up -on  Je- sus,  And  bring  ev-'ry  care,  Tho'  tri  -  fling  or 

4.  Just  lean  up -on  Je- sus,  When  troubles  dis-may;   He  counts  ev-'ry 


^— ^ 


& 


Ji^PR 


£& 


* 


:fc=te=H: 


*— y- 


-^-v- 


£ee* 


*=s: 


^ 


«E* 


kzE5 


path  -  way  With  man  -  y     a    song.  Glad  songs    of   re-  joic-ing,  Be- 
show  you  The  work  that  comes  "next;"  Then  sim- ply  o  -  bey-ing,  Re- 
heav  -  y,      To    Him  who  hears  prayer.  He  tells    you,  so  kind  -  ly,   In 
foot  -  step  That  leads    up    to    Day.     So     near  "the  Be  -  lov  -  ed"  No 
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cause  He  is  near,    So  might  -  y    to   save  you,  So    will  -  ing  to  cheer, 
suits  leave  with  Him ;  His  arm    is    un  -  fail-ing,  His  eye     nev-er  dim. 
Him    to  con-fide,   Oh,  trust  Him  most  ful-ly,  There's  joy  at  His  side, 
ill     need  af -fright;  The  val  -  ley  of  shadow  His  presence  makes  bright. 
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Just  lean up-on    Je    -  sus, Dear  child of  His  care; 

Just  lean  upon  Jesus,  Just  lean  upon  Jesus,  Just  lean  upon  Jesus,Dear  child  of  His  care; 
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Just  lean up-on   Je    -    -    sus, Your  bur    -    den  He'll  share. . 

Just  lean  upon  Jesus,  Just  lean  upon  Jesus,  Your  burden Ee' 11  share,  Your  burden  He' 


share. 
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He  Leadeth  His  Own. 


Lizzie  Edwards. 
Tenderly. 
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He  lead-eth  His  own  with  a  gen  -  tie  hand,   A  won-  der-ful  Sav-ior  have 
He  lead-eth  His  own  with  a  gen  -  tie  hand,When-ev  -er  we  faint  by  the 
He  lead-eth  His  own  with  a  gen  -  tie  hand,  And  when  we  are  sor-row-op- 
He  lead-eth  His  own  with  a  gen  -  tie  hand,  And  oh,  when  our  journey  is 
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we;  Oh, where  is  the  friend  that  on  earth  we  can  find  So  full  of  corn- 
way  ;  How  pre-cious  the  bless-ings  that  fall  from  His  throne,  Like  dew  at  the 
pressed,  He  gath-ers  us  un  -  der  the  shade  of  His  love,  And  there  on  His 
o'er,  What  rap-ture  in      E-  den  to    sit   at  His  feet,  And  praise  Him  when 
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pas-sion  as  He? 
close  of  the  day. 
bos  -  om  we  rest, 
time  is  no  more ! 


Won     -     der-  ful  Sav-  ior, 


won      -      der  -  ful 
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Won-der-ful,won-der-ful  Sav-  ior,    won-der-ful,won-der-ful 
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Shedding  bright  sun-shine  be- 
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His  name! 
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us;  Glo      -      ry,       glo       -       ry  and  praise        to 

Glo-  ry  and  praise,   glo  -  ry  and  praise,  glo  -  ry  and  praise  to  His  name! 
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T.  S.    Alt. 

.Trio. 


A  Mother's  Prayer. 


Thos.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly    the  twi-light   shad-ows  axe    fall-ing,    Swift  comes  the  dark-ness, 

2.  "Long  since  we  part-ed,      yet    I     am   wait-ing,  Watch-ing,and  hop-ing 

3.  "Could  some  sweet  angel  bring  to    his    mem-'ry      Vi-sions    of  child-hood, 

4.  "Hope  whispers  soft-ly,    Some  glad  to  -  mor-rov/,      I     yet  shall  see  him 
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now  the  day  is    done.     In    a  chamber  lone-ly7  kneels  a  mother,pray-ing, 
still  my  child  to  see.    Could  I    on  -  ly  tell  him     how  for  him  I'm  long-ing, 
days  that  knew  no  care;  They  would  turn  his  foot-steps  back  to  home  and  mother 
saved  by  mother's  love, Faith  and  prayer  must  win  him;  if  not  here,0  Fa-ther, 
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Chorus. 
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Pleading  with  God  for  her  way- ward     son.     "0  God  of  love!    enthroned  a- 

Sure  -  ly  my  boy  would  come  back  to     me. 

Drawn  by  my  love  from  the  world's  dread  snare. 

Grant  that  we  meet  in  Thy  heav'n  a  -  bove. ' '  "O  God  of  love!  en- 
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bove,  Watch,guard,and  daily  guide  my  way-ward  boy;  Where'er  he  may  roam, 

throned  above, 


0  lead  him  safe-ly    home;  Fa-ther,  in   mer-cy,  0  save    my        boy." 
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Gathering  out  of  Tears. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


WM.   J.   KlKKPATRICK. 
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1.  Steer  our  bark  a-way    to  the  homeland, Spread _the  sails  of  hope  o'er  the  sea; 

2.  Steer  our  bark  a-way    to  the  homeland,  On,  without  a  fear,  let  us  go; 

3.  Bright  and  fair  the  hills  of  the  homeland,  Clad  in  all  the  bloom  of  the  spring; 

4.  Soft  the  winds  that  blow  from  the  homeland,  Sweet  the  morn  that  breaks  on  the  shore ; 
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Think  of  all  the  friends  that  a- wait  us,  When  anchored  safely  there  we  shall  be. 
When  the  port  of  peace  we  are  near-ing,The  blessed  harbor  lights  we  shall  know. 
There  to  Him  who  loved  and  redeemed  us, Our  joyful,  joyful  praise  we  will  sing. 
Soon  we'll  meet  a-gain  our  beloved  ones,  Where  sorrow's  plaintive  moan  comes  no  more. 
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Gath-er  -  ing  out  of  tears    in  -  to    sun  -  shine,  Gath-er-  ing  out    of 
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to    rest;  Hear  the  ransomed  throng  shouting 

of       la  -  bor  in  -  to    rest; 
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forth  their  joy  in  song,  Gath-er-ing  to  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 

to  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
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70    The  Knock  of  the  Nail-Pierced  Hand. 


John  R.  Clements. 
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1.  Dost  thou  know  at  thy  bolt  -  ed       heart's-door  to-night,  The  Sav-ior    in 

2.  Out-side  He  has  stood  thro'  the     length  of  the  years,  Since  Mother  the 

3.  You    turn  not  a-way  when  a  friend ' s  at  your  door,  Here ' s  one  there ' s  none 

4.  All     the  pain  and  the  shame  of  His  death  on  the  tree   A  wel-come  from 
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meekness  doth  stand,  And  longs  for  ad- 


pray, 


lis -ten    now  To  the 


love-flame  first  fanned;  You  have  spurned  and  rejected,  0  give  heed  to-night  To  the 
like  in  the  land,  Who  asks  to  come  in  to  for-ev  -  er  a-bide;  Heed  the 
you  should  command,  Since  the  weight  of  your  sins  in  His  body  He  bore;  Heed  the 
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knock  Of  the  nail-pierced  hand.  Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand, 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand, 
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Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand;   Swing  the  door  o-pen  wide 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand; 
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Bid  Him  enter  and  abide,  Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand 

Heed  the  knock, heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced 


hand. 
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Draw  Me  Nearer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


\V.  H.  DOANB. 
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1 .  I  am  Thine,  0  Lord,  I  have  heard  Thy  voice,  And  it  told  Thy  love  to  me ; 

2.  Consecrate  me  now  to  Thy  service,  Lord,  By  the  pow'r  of  grace  divine; 

3.  Oh,  the  pure  delight  of  a  sin-gle  hour  That  before  Thy  throne  I  spend, 

4.  There  are  depths  of  love  that  I  cannot  know  Till  I  cross  the  narrow  sea; 
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But  I  long  to  rise  in  the  arms  of  faith,  And  be  clos-er  drawn  to  Thee. 

Let  my  soul  look  up  with  a  steadfast  hope,  And  my  will  be  lost  in  Thine. 
When  I  kneel  in  prayer,  and  with  Thee,  my  God,  I  commune  as  friend  with  friend. 
There  are  heights  of  joy  that  I  may  not  reach  Till  I  rest  in  peace  with  Thee. 


Chorus. 
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Draw  me  near  -  er,  nearer,  blessed  Lord,  To  the  cross  where  Thou  hast  died: 

near-er,  neur-er, 
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Draw  me  nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  blessed  Lord, To  Thy  precious, bleeding  side 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby, 
m  Allegretto. 
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He  Hideth  My  Soul. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  A    won  der-ful  Savior  is      Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  A  won-der-ful  Savior  to 

2.  A    won-der-ful  Savior  is    Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  He  taketh  my  burden  a- 

3.  With  numberless  blessings  each  moment  he  crowns,  And  fill'd  with  his  fulness  di- 

4.  When  clothed  in  his  brightness  transported  IriseTo  meet  him  in  clouds  of  the 
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me,  He  hid  -  eth  my  soul  in  the  cleft  of  the  rock,  Where  rivers  of 
way,  Hehold-ethme  up,  And  I  shall  not  be  moved,  He  giveth  me 
vine,  I  sing  in  my  rap-ture,  oh,  glo  -  ry  to  God  For  such  a  Re- 
sky,  Hisper-fect  sal-va-tion,  his  wonderful  love,  I'll  shout  with  the 
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pleasure  I       see. 
strength  as  my  day. 
deem-er  as     mine, 
mill-ions  on    high. 


He  hid  -  eth  my  soul  in  the  cleft  of  the  rock,  That 
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shadows  a  dry,  thirsty  land ;  He  hid  -  eth  my  life     in  the  depths  of  his 
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love.  And  covers  me  there  with  his  hand.  And  covers  me  there  with  his  hand. 
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Songs  about  Jesus. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 


1.  Oh,  the  best  songs  of  all  are  the  songs  about  Jesus,  Bearing  con-so-la-tion 

2.  Oh,  the  songs  that  do  good  are  the  songs  about  Jesus,  Lifting  men  tow'rd  heaven 

3.  Oh,  the  songs  that  bring  cheer  are  the  songs  about  Jesus,  Casting  beams  of  sunshine 
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as  they  onward  roll;  Oh,  what  joy  their  message  brings,  borne  along  the  heav'nly 
as  they  journey  on;  For  they  tell  of  Him  who  died,  who  can  heal  the  soul's  dis- 
all  along  the  way;  Telling  of  the  blessed  One  who  from  sin  and  sorrow 
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breezes,    Wafted  o'er  the  waters  of  the  sin-sick  soul.  ) 

eas  -  es,  Making  wise  the  simple,  and  the  feeble  strong.  [•  Yes,  the  best  songs  of 

frees  us,  Bearing  all  our  burdens,  turning  night  to  day. 
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all  are  the  songs  about  Jesus ;  Other  songs  will  perish  and  forgotten  be,  But  the 
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songs  that  will  fo've  are  the  songs  about  Jesus,  They  will  live  thro'  all  eternity. 
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74  At  the  Gates  of  Day. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1 .  When  on  earth  no  more  we  gather,  when  this  life  is  o'er,  When  our  barks  have 

2.  When  no  more  in  this  dear  temple  we  each  oth-er  greet,  When  on  earth  no 

3.  Here  on  earth  we  leave  each  other,  best  of  friends  must  part,Tho1  at  times  our 

4.  Here  we  talk  a-bout  the  SaviOr  who  for  us  hath  died,  Here  we  long  to 
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left  earth's  moorings  for  the  other  shore ;  When  upon  this  earthly  footstool  we  no 

more  we  worship  in  communion  sweet;  When  this  life  and  all  its  troubles  shall  have 

hearts  are  breaking  and  the  tear-drops  start;  But  from  that  bright  land  of  beauty  we  will 

sing  the  praises  of  the  Cru-ci-fied;  Shall  we  in  that  golden  country  live  with 
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Ion  -  ger  stay, Will  you  meet  me  in  the  morning  at  the  gates  of  day? 
passed  a- way,  Will  you  meet  me  in  the  morning  at  the  gates  of  day?  yeg  y\\ 
nev  -  er  stray,  Will  you  meet  me  in  the  morning  at  the  gates  of  day  ?        ' 
Him  al-way  ?  Will  you  meet  me  in  the  morning  at  the  gates  of  day  ? 
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D.  8. — I  will  meet  you  in  the  morning  at  the  gates  of  day. 
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meet  you  all  in  heaven  when  this  life    is  past,  When  the  worn  and  weary 
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pilgrims  gather  home  at  last;  Where  the  light  of  God  is  streaming  in  a  fadeless  ray 
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Looking  This  Way. 


J.  w.  v. 
Duet. 


J.  W.  Van  De  Venter. 
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1.  0  -  ver  the  riv  -  er    fa-ces  I     see,   Fair  as  the  morning,  looking  for  me; 

2.  Father  and  mother  safe  in  the  vale,  Watch  for  the  boatman,  wait  for  the  sail, 

3.  Brother  and  sister  gone  to  that  clime,  Wait  for  the  others  coming  sometime ; 

4  Sweet  little  darling,  light  of  the  home, Looking  for  someone, beckoning  come; 

5  Je-sus  the  Savior,  bright  Morning  Star,  Looking  for  lost  ones  straying  afar; 
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Free  from  their  sorrow. grief,  and  despair,  Waiting  and  watching  patiently  there. 

Bearing  the  loved  ones  over  the  tide      In-to  the  har-bor,  near  to  their  side. 

Safe  with  the  angels,  whiter  than  snow,  Watching  for  dear  ones  waiting  below. 

Bright  as  a  sunbeam,  pure  as  the  dew,  Anxiously  looking,  mother,  for  you. 
Hear  the  glad  message, why  will  you  roam?  Jesus  is  calling,  "Sinner,  come  home." 
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Looking  this  way, yes,  looking  this  way,  Loved  ones  are  waiting,  looking  this  way; 
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Fair  as  the  morning, bright  as  the  day,  Dear  ones  in  glory  looking  this  way. 
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76  Abiding  and  Confiding. 

Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson.  Rev.  L.  L.  Pickett. 
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1  have  learned  the  wondrous  secret     Of     a  -  bid-ing    in  the  Lord; 

I  am  cru  -  ci-fied  with  Je-sus,  And  He  lives  and  dwells  in  me; 
All  my  cares  least  up  -  on  Him,  And  He  bears  them  all  a -way; 
For  my  words    I  take  His  wis-dom,  For  my  works  His  Spirit's  pow'r, 
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I  have  found  the  strength  and  sweetness  Of  con-fid  -  ing   in  His  word : 
I  have  ceased  from  all  my  struggling, 'Tis  no  lon-ger     I,    but  He; 

All  my  fears  and  griefs  I  tell  Him,  All    my  needs  from  day  to    day; 

For  my  ways  His  gracious  Presence  Guards  and  guides  me  ev-'ry  hour; 
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I    have*tast-ed  life's  pure  fountain,     I    am  trust-ing    in      His  blood. 
All  my  will     is  yield-ed     to  Him,  And  His  Spir-it  reigns  with-in, 
All  my  strength  I  draw  from  Je-sus,   By  His  breath  I    live    and  move; 
Of  my  heart  He  is    the  Por-tion,  Of    my  joy,  the  cease-less  Spring' 
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I    have  lost    my-self    in    Je-sus,      I     am  sink-ing    in   -  to  God. 

And  His  precious  blood  each  moment  Keeps  me  cleansed  and  free  from  sin. 

Ev'n  His  ver  -  y  mind  He  gives  me,  And  His  faith,  and  life,  and  love. 

Sav  -  ior,  Sane  -  ti  -  fi  -  er,  Keep-er,   Glorious  Lord  and  com  -  ing  King. 
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I'm    a  -  bid      -  ing  in    the  Lord,  And  con- 

I'm      a  -  bid  -  ing  in     the  Lord,         I'm     a  -   bid-ing    in    the  Lord,  And  con- 
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Abiding  and  Confiding.— Concluded. 
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fid  ing  in  His  word,  And  I  'm     hid 

fid-ing    in  His  word,     And  con-fid-iug  in  His  word,  And  I'm     hiding, 
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ing,  safe-ly    hid    -    -     -    ing,       In  the  bos  -  om  of  His 
hid  -  ing,  I     am    hid  -  ing,  safe-ly    hid-ing, 
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Fannt  J.  Crosby. 


Pass  Me  Not. 
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1.  Pass  me  not,   0  gen  -  tie  Sa.v  -  ior,    Hear  my  humble  cry;    While  on 

2.  Let     me  at     a  throne  of  mer-  cy    Find  a  sweet  re  -  lief;    Kneel-ing 

3.  Trusting  on  -  ly  in  Thy  mer  -  it,  Would  I  seek  Thy  face;    Heal  my 

4.  Thou  the  Spring  of  all  my  comfort,  More  than  life  to  me,    Whom  have 


oth-ers  Thou  art  smil-ing,  Do  not  pass  me  by. 
there  in  deep  con-tri  -  tion,  Help  my  un  -  be-lief, 
wounded,  bro-ken  spir  -  it,    Save  me  by  Thy  grace. 

I  on  earth  beside  Thee  ?  Whom  in  heav'n  but  Thee ? 


Sav-ior,    Sav  -  ior, 
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Hear  mj  humble  cry,  While  on  others  Thou  art  calling,  Do  not 
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78  He'll  Wipe  the  Tears. 

Amelia  M.  Starkweather.  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  When  dark-ness    shrouds     your  lone 


He  comes  to      bind. 
In     pas-tures   green. 
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path, . . .    And  long  and 
heart;  ...  He  comes  to 
down,  . . .  And  rest     be- 
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•  y  seems  the  way,  With  ach-ing  heart  and  tear-ful  eyes 
the  darkness  light;  To  guide  your  wea  -  ry  feet  to  find 
the  liv  -  ing  spring;    0  joy    of    joys!  when  heav'n  is  gained 
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You  sigh  in  vain  for  break  of  day,  0  pil-grim.  then  lookup;  be- 
The  bless-ed  morn  that  hath  no  night,  And  when  your  soul  shall  joy  -  ful 
Ye  shall  not  want      for  an  -  y-thing;  For  there  shall  be    -  no  pain  nor 
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Morn  -  ing  Star"  ap- pears;  He'll  wipe  the  tears 
lead  you  ten  -  der-  ly,  He'll  wipe  the  tears 
self       shall  be  your  God,    He'll  wipe  the  tears 
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79    Sweet  Peace,  the  Gift  of  God's  Love. 

P.  P.  BlLHORN. 
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1.  There  comes    to    my    heart  one  sweet    strain,  (sweet  strain,)     A 

2.  By     Christ     on    the    cross  peace  was       made,  (was     made,)     My 

3.  When  Je    -    bus    as     Lord     I       had  crowned,  (had  crowned,)  My 

4.  In         Je    -   8us    for   peace    I         a   -    hide,        (a   -   bide,)      And 
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frain,    (re  -  frain,)      I 
paid,    (all       paid,)      No 
bound,  (a  -  bound,)    In 
side,    (His      side,)  There's 


glad  and      a        joy  -  ous  re 

debt  by     His  death    was  all 

heart  with  this  peace     did  a 

as            I      keep  close      to  His 
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sing   it   a  -  gain  and    a  -   gain,  Sweet  peace,  tbe  gift  of  God's  love, 

oth  -  er  foun-da  -  tion  is      laid      For   peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 

Him  the  rwm  blessing   I     found,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love, 

nothing  but  peace  doth  be  -  tide,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
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Peace,  peace,  sweet    peace,    Won-der-ful  gift  from  a   -    bove,  (a-bove,) 
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On,  won-der-ful,  won-der  -  ful    peace,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
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80   Holy,  Holy,  is  what  the  Angels  Sing. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
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1.  There  is    sing-ing   up    in    heav-en  such  as     we  havenev-er  known, 

2.  But      I    hear  an  -  oth  -  er    an-thein,  blending  voi  -  ces  clear  and  strong, 

3.  Then  the    an  -  gels  stand  and  lis  -  ten,   for  they  can  -  not  join  that  song, 

4.  So,     although  I'm  not  an    an -gel.  yet     I  know  that    o  -  ver  there 
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Where  the   an  -  gels  sing  the  prais  -  es    of     the  Lamb  up  -  on    the  throne ; 
"Un  -  to  Him  who  hath  redeemed  us  and  hath  bought  us, "is   the  song; 
Like     the  sound  of   man-y    wa-ters,  by  that  happy  blood-wash 'd  throng; 
I      will  join    a    bless-ed    cho-rusthat    the    an -gels  can -not  share; 
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Their  sweet  harps  are  ev  -  er    tune-ful  and  their  voi  -  ces    al-ways  clear, 
We  have  come  thro'  trib-u  -  la-tions    to  this  land  so    fair  and  bright, 
For  they  sing    a  -  bout  great  tri  -  als,  bat  -  ties  fought  and  vict'ries  won, 
will   sing    a  -  bout  my   Sav-ior  who  up  -  on  dark  Cal  -  va  -  ry 
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Oh,  that  we  might  be  more  like  them  while  we  serve  the  Mas-ter    here. 
In     the  foun-tain  free  -  ly  flow  -  ing  He  hath  made  our  garments  white. 
And  they  praise  their  great  Redeemer  who  hath  said  to  them, '  'well  clone. ' 
Free-ly    pardoned  my  transgressions,  died  to     set     a    sin  -  ner    free. 
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Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,    is  what  the    an  - 
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sing,  And     I      ex  -  pect  to 
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Holy,  Holy,  etc.— Concluded. 
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help  them  make  the  courts  of  heaven  ring;  But  when  I  sing  redemption's  story 
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they  will  fold  their  wings,  For  angels  never  felt  the  joys  that  our  salvation  brings. 
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He's  with  Me  all  the  Time. 


M.  D.  K. 


May  D.  Kirkpatrick. 


« 


m 


jiii 


at=* 


1=t 


-«l • *" 

-|T    -9-    -0-    -0-       -§-    -g^-       -j^- 


d    d    S    & 


•&—-*■ 


-rt — d — "- 

£-  -S-  -•- 


1.  My  soul  is  full  of  gladness,  My  heart  is  full  of   song;  My  loving  Friend, my 

2.  I  hold  the  hand  of  Je-sus,  He  keeps  me  safe  al-way ;  Thro'  unknown  paths  He 

3.  I  walk  in  brightest  sunshine,  That  shines  along  the  way,  It    is  the  smile  of 

4.  I  hear  the  soft-est  mu-sic,  Like  bells  of  silver  chime,  It    is  the  voice  of 
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He's  with  me  all  the  day,    He's 


Je  -  sus,      Is  with  me 

guides  me,  He's  with  me 

Je  -  sus,  He's  with  me 

Je  -  sus,  He's  with  me 
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all  day  long 
all  the  day 
all  the  day 
all  the  time 


with  me  all  the  time;  My  loving  Friend, my  Jesus,  He's  with  me  all  the  time. 
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He  Saves  Me. 


J.  W.  Van  de  Venter. 
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1 .  The  dear  loving  Savior  has  found  me,  And  shattered  the  fetters  that  bound  me, 

2.  He  sought  me  so  long  ere  I  knew  Him,  But  fi  -  nal-ly  winning  me  to  Him, 

3.  I    never,  no,  never  will  leave  Him,  Grow  weary  of  service  and  grieve  Him, 
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Tho'  all  was  confusion  a  -  round  me,  He  came  and  spoke  peace  to  my  soul; 
1  yielded  my  all  to  pur  -  sue  Him,  And  asked  to  be  filled  with  His  grace; 
Til  constantly  trust  and  be-lieve  Him,  Remain  in  His  presence  di  -  vine; 
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The  blessed  Redeemer  that  bought  me,  In  tenderness  constantly  sought  me, 

Although  a  vile  sin-ner  be-  fore  Him,  Thro'  faith  I  was  led  to  implore  Him, 

A  -  bid-ing  in  love  ev-er  flow-  ing,  In  knowledge  and  grace  ever  growing, 
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The  way  of  sal-va-tion  He 
And  now  I  rejoice  and  a 
Con  -  fid-ing  im-plic-it-ly, 
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taught  me,  And  made  my  heart  perfectly  whole, 
dore  Him,  Restored  to  His  lov-ing  em  -  brace, 
knowing  That  Je  -  sus  the  Sav-ior    is      mine. 
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His  love  fills  my  soul,  hallelu  -  jah!  Oh,  glo  -  ry, 


He  saves  me,  He  saves  me. 
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He  Saves  Me.— Concluded. 
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)  me  from  all  sin. 
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Oh,   glo  -  ry,  |  His  blood  cleanses  {Omit. 


I  Shall  be  Like  Him. 

Rev.  W.  A.  Spencer,  D.  D. 
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1 .  When  I  shall  reach  the  more  excellent  glory,  And  all  my  tri-als  are    passed, 

2.  We  shall  not  wait  till  the  glorious  dawning  Breaks  on  the  vision  so  fair, 

3.  More  and  more  like  Him,repeat  the  blest  story, Over  and  o-ver    a  -  gain, 
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I  shall  behold  Him,0  won-der-ful  sto-ry !    I    shall  be  like  Him  at  last. 

Now  we  may  welcome  the  heavenly  morning,  Now  we  His  image  may  bear. 

Changed  by  His  spirit  from  glory  to  glo-ry,     I    shall  be  sat  -  ls-fied  then. 


m^m 


I 


-i 1       I 


TO 


*=*- 


t=t=t 


e  e  g  g 


-U  b  ik 


k  k  k  ir 


IT 


P=£ 


i/    k    y 


Chorus. 


-k~A- 


-N— A- 


£ 


EE 


N— A- 


H f>~d — d 1 FV— H f— J f- » 


« 


sgf 


I  shall  be  like  Him,   I  shall  be  like  Him,  And  in  His  beauty  shall 
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I  shall  be  like  Him,wondrously  like  Him,  Jesus, my  Savior  di  -  vine. 


m 


ffff 


#— *- 


£ 


k-  k  k  k  ^ 


fc=JE 


?=P 


I 


* ^  i/  p  i/  i/  p  u 


H    P  [7  b 


Copyright,  1897,  by  W.  A.  Spencer. 
85 


84 

L.  E.  J. 


Praise  His  Holy  Name. 


L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Praise  the  Lord  for-ev  -  er,   tell  His  love  to  men,  Sing,  0  earth,  His  glory, 

2.  Praise  Him  for  His  goodness,  let  the  .chorus  ring,  By    a  life  of  serv-  ice 

3.  Praise  the  Lord  with  gladness,  shout  aloud  for  joy,  Telling  of  His  mercies 
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swell  the  glad  re-frain;  Once  for  sin  He  suffered,  life-blood  free-ly  gave, 
crown  Him  Prince  and  King;  He  will  keep  His  children  free  from  sin  and  woe, 
should  each  tongue  employ;  He  hath  borne  the  burden,  carried  ev-'iy    sin, 

*  >  rJ         -" ^  ^ 


Yet  to-day  He  lives,  the  lost  of  earth  to   save.     Praise His  ho-ly 

He  will  guide  them  safely  ev'rywhere  they  go. 

That  a  rest  e  -  ter-nal  all  His  loved  might  win.  Praise  His  holy  name, 
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name, 

praise  His  holy  name, 
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Praise .......  His  ho-ly    name, 

Praise  His  holy  name,     O        praise  Hisholy  name, 
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O  praise  Him, 
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O  praise  Him, 
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Praise His  ho-ly    name, . .  Praise the  Savior's  name. 

Praise  His  holy  name,  praise  His  holy  name,  Praise  His  holy  name,  0  praise  the  Savior's  name. 


O  praise  Him, 
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Never  Alone. 


"Lol  I  am  with  you  alway."— Matt.  28:  20. 
C.  F.  O.  J.  C.  H.  aud  V.  A.  White. 

May  be  sung  as  a  Duet  and  Chorus. 
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1.  Lonely?  no,  not  lone-ly  While  Je-sus  standeth    by;     His  presence  always 

2.  Weary?  no,  not  wea-ry  While  leaning  on   His  breast;  My  soul  hath  full  en- 

3.  .Waiting?  oh,  yes,  waiting;  He  bade  me  watch  and  wait;  I  on  -   ly  won-der 
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cheers  me;  I  know  that  He  is  nigh.  Friendless?  no.  not  friendless,  For  Jesus 
joy  -  ment,  Tis  His  e  -  ter-  nal  rest.  Help-less?  yes,  so  help-less;  But,  I  am 
oft  -  en,  What  makes  my  Lord  so  late.  Joy-ful?  yes,  so  joy  -ful,  With  joy  too 
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is    my  Friend;  I  change,  but  He  re-main-eth  The  same  un  -  to  the    end. 
lean-ing  hard  On  the  mighty  arms  of  Je  -  sus,  And  He     is  keeping  guard, 
deep  for  words;  A      precious,  sure  foundation,  The  joy  that  is  my  Lord's. 


^ 


tt 


fczfr=fcfc:t 


-0-  d-0-*~ 

ZW^=L\0Z 


42- 


r-tf-0- 


Chorus. 
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No,  never  a  -  lone, no,  nev-er  a  -  lone, ...  He  has  promised  never  to 

No,    no,  never  alone,  Noi    no,  never  alone; 
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leave  me,    Nev  -  er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone;       Nev-er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 


V— )/— v- 


*=|e 


m 


•tt- 


*^W- 


Copyright,  1896,  bv  Geo.  D.  Elderkin. 

87 


86 

E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Pill  to  Overflowing. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Oh,  what  ev  -  er-last-ing  mer-  cy  Saved  me,  pardoned,  and  re-stored; 

2.  Make  my  life  henceforth  a  channel  Where  Thy  love  shall  have  its  way; 

3.  Free,  ex-haust- less  is    the  fountain,  Help  me  free  -  ly     to    be-lieve, 
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Fill  me  now     to     o  -  ver"-flow  -  ing  With  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Lord. 
Bless' d,  that  I     may  be     a    bless -ing,   Use  me,  Sav-ior,  ev-'ry    day 
Riv  -  ers    of     Thy  grace  are  promised,  More  and  more  may  I     re  -  ceive. 
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Give  me  of  the  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ter,  Till  my  soul  is  sat  -  is  -  fied ; 
Clos-er,  clos  -  er  to  the  foun-tain,  Hold  my  heart,  my  soul,  my  will; 
Hap  -  py  thirst  that  keeps  me  com  -  ing,  Pleading  still  Thy  gracious  word; 
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From  the 
Let  the 
Fill    me 


wells    of  Thy  sal  -  va  -  tion,    Be   my   ev-'ry  need   sup-plied- 
bless  -  ed  heav'nly  cur -rents,  Rich-ly     all  my  be  -  ing    fill, 
now     to   o  -  ver-flow  -  ing  With  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,   Lord. 
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now,         fill   me  now  To  o  -  ver-flow- ing,  to   o  -  ver 

Fill  me  now,  fill  me  now 
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Pill  to  Overflowing.— Concluded. 


flow-kig;  Fill  me  now,       fill  me  now    With  Thy  Holy  Spir  -  it,    Lord. 
Fill  me  now,  fill  me  now 
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The  Blessed  Name  of  Jesus. 


C.  B. 
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Charles  Bentley. 
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1.  There  is      a  name    I    love  so  well,    Within  my  heart  sweet  praises  swell ; 

2.  'Tis  thro' this  name    I    am    to-day     Up -on  the  path,  the    liv-ingway; 

3.  No     bet -ter name  can  e'er  be  found;  It     is    the  key,    the  gos-peFsound, 

4.  This  bless-ed  name,  'twill  ev  -er  be    The  saint's  delight,  the  sin-ner's  plea 
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My    joy -ful  lips     to    oth-erstell    The  bless  -  ed  name  of  Je  -  sus. 

I'm  hap -py  now,  and  glad  to  say,  'Tis  thro'  the  name  of  Je  -  sus. 

Go  where  you  may, 'tis  spread  around,  The  bless  -  ed  name  of  Je  -  sus. 

'Twill  live  throughout  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     The  bless  -  ed  name  of  Je  -  sus. 


TV    ?~t      I     i> 


r  f  r  if    i 


1 


fcfc 


rt 


r 
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The  blessed  name,  how  sweet  the  name,  The  bless-ed  name  of     Je  -  sus 
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No  tongue  can  tell  how  sweet  to  dwell  On  that  dear  name  of    Je  -  sus. 
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88  A  Blessing  in  Prayer. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  There  is  rest,  sweet  rest,  at  the  Master's  feet,  There  is  fa  -  vor  now  at  the 

2.  There  is  grace  to    help  in  our  time  of  need,  For  our  Friend  above  is    a  t 

3.  When  our  songs  are  glad  with  the  joy  of  life, When  our  hearts  are  sad  with  its 

4.  There  is  perfect  peace  tho'  the  wild  waves  roll;  There  are  gifts  of  love  for  the 
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mer  -  cy  -  seat,  For  a  -  ton  -  ing  blood  has  been  sprinkled  there ;  There  is 

Friend  in  -  deed,  We  may  cast  on    Him  ev-'ry  grief  and  care;  There  is 

ills  and  strife,  When  the  pow'rs  of  sin  would  the  soul  en  -  snare,  There  is 

seek-ing  soul,   Till  we  praise  the  Lord  in  His  home  s«     fair;  There  is 
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a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  prayer.  There's  a  blessing  in  prayer,  in  be 
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love  will  receive  us  there;  There  is  al-ways  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  prayer 
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89  Some  Heart  has  Gone  this  Way  Before. 


R.  Horatio  Hardin. 
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1 .  Tho'  rough  may  be  thy  path,  and  long,   Remember !  that,  with  grief  as  sore, 

2.  Tho'  dark  may  be  the  gath'ring  night;  Tho'  loud  and  long  the  storm  may  roar, 

3.  Some  heart  has  gone  this  way  before,  Some  feet  have  scaled  this  dizzy  height; 

4.  So  thou,  dear  pilgrim,  too,  canst  go;  Some  day  thy  trials  will  be  o'er; 

-J — T  ,f"    w  fi  T- 


-0 — 0- 


£££ 


m 


-$±£. 


« 


:*=*=*=£=£ 


-rtr 


: — k — k — ? — S- 


*=tc 


3* 


if  \>  1/   \>  1/ 


£ 


« 


3 


feS 


^=i=S=f 


a 


-^- 


And  burdens  larger  far  than  thine,  Some  heart  has  gone  this  way  before. 

Take  cour-age !  thou  art  not  the  first, Some  heart  has  gone  this  way  before. 

Some  yearning  eyes  have  pierced  the  gloom,  And  seen  the  dawn  of  heaven's  light. 

For    un  -  to  rest  and  peace  beyond,  Some  heart  has  gone  this  way  before. 
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Trust  then  in 
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Christ! His  arm  will  guide Each  faithful 

Trust  then  in  Christ!  His  arm  will  guide 
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one thro'  Jordan's  tide ; . . .  Hope  on !  the  race wil 

Each  faithful  one  thro'  Jordan's  tide;  Hope  on !  the  race 
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Tell  Me  the  Story  of  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Swenby. 
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1.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry    of    Je  -  sus,  Write  on  my  heart  ev  -'ry  word, 

2.  Fast-ing   a- lone    in  the  des  -  ert,    Tell    of  the  days  that  He  passed, 

3.  Tell  of  the  cross  where  they  nailed  Him,  Writhing  in  anguish  and  pain, 
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Cho.— Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry    of    Je  -  sus,  Write  on  my  heart  ev  -'ry  word, 

Fine. 
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Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  most  pre-cious,  Sweet-est  that  ev  -  er  was 
How  for  our  sins  He  was  tempt-ed,  Yet  was  triumphant  at 
Tell    of  the  grave  where  they  laid  Him,  Tell  how  He  liv  -  eth    a  - 
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Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  most  pre-cious,  Sweet-est  that  ev  -  er  was  heard. 
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Tell  how  the  an  -  gels,  in   cho  -  rus,   Sang  as  they  welcomed  His  birth, — 
Tell    of  the  years  of  His    la  -  bor,    Tell    of  the  sor-rows  He   bore, 
Love  in  that  sto  -  ry    so    ten  -  der,   Clear-er  than  ev  -  er     I       see; 
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Glo  -  ry     to  God  in   the  high -est!  Peace  and  good  ti -dings  to  earth. 
He  was  despised  and  af  -  flict  -  ed,  Home-less,  re-ject-ed   and  poor. 
Stay,  let  me  weep  while  you  whis-per,  Love  paid  the  ran-som  for  me. 
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O  Wonderful  Savior. 


E.  F.  M. 


E.  F  Miller. 
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Je  -  sus,  the  Sav-ior  and  King;  How  He  came  from  the  bright  realms  of 
e  -  ven  the  vil  -  est  of     men;  Showing  mer  -  cy    and  love     as   they 
stoned  for  her  sins  in  the    past;      He    re -plied    to  them,  "He  that    is 
tears       of     an-guish  are  shed;    See  Him  burst-ing  the  tomb    by  His 
heal  all  the  bro-ken  in     heart;  And  He  prom-ised    a  home  where's  no 
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ry, '     Glad     news       of  sal  -   va  -  tion     to 

gered      To       hear      His  blest  words     un  -  to 

less,        By      him       let  the     first    stone    be 

er,     Saying,  "Laz  -  'rus,  come  forth    from    the 
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And     loved    ones  shall  ne'er      a  -  gain     part. 
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0  won-der-ful,won-der-ful  Sav  -  ior,  Thy  prais-es  with  joy  we  will  sing, 
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For  coming  to  earth  to  re-deem  us,  We  crown  Thee  for-ev-er  our 
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Dr.  E.  T.  Cassel. 


Loyalty  to  Christ 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 
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1.  Up  -  on     the  western  plain  There  comes  the  signal  strain,  'Tis  ioy-al  -  ty, 

2.  0  hear,  ye  brave,  the  sound  That  moves  the  earth  a-round,  'Tis  loy-al  -  ty, 

3.  Come,  join  our  loy-al  throng, We'll  rout  the  gi-ant  Wrong, 'Tis  loy-al  -ty, 
£  The  strength  of  youth  we  lay     At    Je  -  bus'  feet  to  -  day,    'Tis  loy-al  -  ty, 
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to  Christ; 
to  Christ; 
to  Christ, 
to  Christ; 
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Its    mu  -  sic  rolls   a  -  long, 
A  -  rise     to  dare  and  do, 
Where  Satan's  banners  float, 
His  gos  -  pel  we'll  proclaim 
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hills  take  up  the  song,  Of  loy  -  al  -  ty, 

out  the  watchword  true,  Of  loy-al  -  ty, 

send  the  bu  -  gle  note,   Of  loy  -  al  -  ty, 

out  tne  world's  domain, Of  loy  -  al  -  ty, 
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loy  -  al  -  ty,  Yes,  loy-al 
loy  -  al  -  ty,  Yes,  loy-al 
loy  -  al  -  ty,  Yes,  loy-al 
loy  -  al  -  ty,  Yes,  loy-al 


ty  to  Christ, 
ty  to  Christ, 
ty  to  Christ, 
ty  to  Christ. 
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'On       to  vie  -  to  -  ry !  On      to    vie 
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We'll  move  at  His  command,  We'll  soon  possess  the 
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Loyalty  to  Christ.— Concluded. 


land,  Thro'  loy  -  al  -  ty,     loy  -  al  -  ty,  Yes,  loy  -  al  -  ty     to    Christ: 
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93  On  the  Victory  Side 

James  L.  Black. 
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1.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  And  our  faith  en-rap-tured  sings, 

2.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  For  the  Lord  Himself  comes  near, 

3.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah !  For  the  tempter  flies     a  -  pace, 

4.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  And  our  hearts  beat  high  with  praise 
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While  we  throw  to  the  breeze  the  standard  Of  the  might-y  .King  of  kings. 

And  the  shout  of  a  roy  -  al    ar  -  my      On  the  bat  -  tie-field  we    hear. 
And  the  chains  he  has  forged  are  breaking,  Thro'  the  pow'r  of  redeeming  grace. 

Un-to  Him,  in  whose  name  we'll  conquer,  And  our  song  of  tri-umph  raise. 
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On  the  vic-t'ry  side,  on  the  vic-t'ry  side,  In  the  ranks  of  the  Lord  are  we; 
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On  the  vic-t'ry  side  we  will  bold-ly  stand,  Till  the  glo  -  ry  land  we  see. 
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Sunshine  as  You  Go. 
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John  M.  Baker. 
Moderate. 


Jno.  R.  Swbnet. 
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1.  Oh,  the  world  has  need  of  sunshine  as  you  go,  For  we  oft  -  en  see  the 

2.  You  can  la  -  bor  for  the  Master  as  you  go,   Plant  the  precious  seed  and 

3.  You  will  meet  with  many  trials  as  you  go,   There  will  be  some  self-de- 
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tears  of    sor-row  flow;   You  can  haste  that  com-ing  day,  When  they'll 
He    will  bid    it  grow;  Toil-ing    on,  what-e'er    be-tide,  With    the 
ni  -  als  here  be  -  low;  But  keep  look  -  ing  still     a-bove,  And     re  - 
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all  be  wiped  a-way,  If  you  scat-ter  bless-ed  sunshine  as  you  go. 
Sav  -  ior  by  your  side.  You  can  scat-ter  bless-ed  sunshine  as  you  go. 
mem-ber  God  is  love,  While  you  scat-ter  bless-ed  sunshine  as    you    go. 
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You  can  scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you  go, You  can  scatter  blessed 

blessed  sunshine  as  you  go, 
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sunshine  as    you  go; 

bless  -  ed  sunshine  as  you  go; 
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Oh,   so  many  hearts  are  sad,  You  can 
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Sunshine  as  You  Go.— Concluded. 
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Wonderful  Peace. 

'My  peace  I  give  unto  you."— John  14:  27. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  gives  His  peace  to    me, 

2.  Sur  -  face  feel-ings  ebb  and  flow, 

3.  Not  my  charge  His  gift  to  hold, 

4.  This  my  part— to  trust    in  Him, 

5.  Praying,  watching,  serving  still, 
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Wonderful  peace, 
Wonderful  peace, 
Wonderful  peace, 
Wonderful  peace, 
Wonderful  peace, 
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wonderful  peace; 

wonderful  peace; 

wonderful  peace; 

wonderful  peace; 

wonderful  peace; 
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Like    His  love,     a  bound-less 
Sweet,    a  -  bi  -  ding  calm    be  - 
Je    -    sus  keeps    it — grace  un  - 
Wheth-er  skies    be  bright    or 
Let      me  learn,  and    do      His 
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sea,  Wonderful, 
low,  Wonderful, 
told — Wonderful, 
dim,  Wonderful, 
will,    Wonderful, 


wonderful 
wonderful 
wonderful 
wonderful 
wonderful 


peace, 
peace, 
peace, 
peace, 
peace. 
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Z).$. — Je  -  sus  gives  His  peace    to 
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me,  Won-der-ful,  won-der-ful 


Refrain. 
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Peace,   peace,    won  -  der-ful  peace,   Peace,   peace,   won  -  der-ful  peace; 
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Where  He  Leads  I'll  Follow. 


Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden,  and 
W.  A.O. 

J v- 
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will  give  you  rest."  Matt.  11 :  2D. 
W.  A.  Ogoen. 
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1.  Sweet   are  the  prom-is  -  es,    Kind    is    the  word;  Dear- er    far  than 

2.  Sweet    is    the  ten -der  love     Je  -  sus  hath  shown;  Sweeter  far  than 

3.  List       to    His  loving  words,  "Come  un  -  to     Me;"  Wea-ry,  heav-y- 

.0.    -e-    .0.      -#,  .&.    .&.      .0. 
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an  -  y    mes-sage  inan     ev  -  er  heard,    Pure   was  the  mind  of  Christ, 
an  -  y    love  that  mor- tals  have  known,  Kind  to    the  err-ingone, 
lad  -  en,  there  is  sweet  rest   for  thee,      Trust    in    His  prom-is  -  es, 
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Sin  -  less  I  see;  He  the  great  ex  -  am  -  pie  is,  and  pat-tern  for  me. 
Faithful  is  He;  He  the  great  ex  -  am  -  pie  is,  and  pat- tern  for  me. 
Faithful  and  sure;  Lean  up  -  on   the  Sav  -ior,  and  thy  soul  is    se-cure. 
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Where  ...;...;....      He  leads  I'll    fol        -         -        low, 


leads  I'll    fol       -        -        low, 
Where  He  leads  I'll  fol  -  low,  Where  He  leads  I'll  fol  -  low, 
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Fol    -    -    -    low  all  the  way.  Follow  Jesus  ev'ry  day. 

Follow  all  the  way,  yes,  follow  all  the  way. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Sammis. 


Trust  and  Obey. 


-U-4- 


D.  B.  Towner. 
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1.  When  we  walk  with  the  Lord  In  the  light  of  His  word,  What  a  glo-ry    He 

2.  Not     a    shad-ow  can  rise,  Not  a  cloud  in  the  skies.  But  His  smile  quickly 

3.  Not     a    bur- den  we  bear,  Not  a     sor-row  we  share,  But  our  toil  He  doth 

4.  But    we  nev  -  er    can  prove  The  delights  of  His  love,  Un-til    all  on  the 

5.  Then  in   fel-low-ship  sweet  We  will  sit    at  His  feet,  Or  we'll  walk  by  His 
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sheds  on  our  way!  While  we    do  His  good  will,    He     a  -  bides  with  us 

drives  it  a  -  way;    Not    a  doubt  nor    a    fear,  Not    a    sigh  nor    a 

rich  -  ly  re  -  pay;    Not    a  grief  nor     a     loss,   Not    a  frown  nor    a 

al  -tar  we   lay,     For  the    fa-vor  He  shows,  And  the  joy   He    be- 
side    in  the  way;  What  He  says  we  will    do, Where  He  sends  we  will 
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Chorus. 
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still,  And  with  all  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey.  \ 

tear,  Can  a  -  bide  while  we  trust  and  o  -  bey.  I 

cross,  But  is  blest  if     we  trust  and  o  -  bey.  V  Trust  and  o-bey,  for  there's 

•tows,  Are  for  them  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey.   I 

go,    Nev-er  fear,  on  -  ly  trust  and  o  -  bey.  ) 
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no  oth-er  way  To  be  hap-py    in    Je-sus,  but  to  trust  and    o-bey. 
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As  a  Little  Child. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
I- 


1.  There's  a  song  of  gladness  in  my  soul  to-day,  For  the  fountain  flowing  takes  nay 

2.  Now  for  grace  to  follow  as  His  hand  shall  guide,  Working  in  the  vineyard  at  the 

3.  Foes  are  all  a-bout  me,  man-y  hid-den  snares,  Life  has  many  tri  -  als,  man  -  y 

4.  Come, then,  weary  sinner,  wheresoe'er  thou  art,  Let  the  love  of  Calv'ry  win  thy 


-0-  -0- 

sin  a  -  way;  Peace  was  sweetly  given,  heav'nly  sunbeams  smiled,  When  I  came  to  Je  -  sus 
Master's  side;  Keeping  His  commandments,  pure  and  undefiled,  Doing  what  He  tells  me 
heav  -  y  cares ;  Jesus  is  my  refuge,  when  the  storm  is  wild, Resting  in  His  bosom 
trembling  heart;  Angels  sang  together,  heav'nly  sunbeams  smiled,  When  1  came  to  Jesus 
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Chorus,  mf  Moderate*. 
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as    a  lit-tle  child.     Com-  ing,     com-  ing — Drawn  by  mercy    mild, 

Coming,comiug,coming, coming, —  mercy  mild, 
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Trust  -  ing,        trust-ing       as     a    lit-tle  child;  Peace 

Trusting,  trusting,trusting,  trusting 
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was 


sweetly  giv-en, 


Heav'nly  sunbeams  smiled.  When  I  came  to  Je  -  sus    As  a    lit-tle 

sunbeams  smiled,  \ 
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Child. 
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Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


Chas.  Wesley. 


(REFUGE.) 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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1.  Je  -   sus,  Lov  -  er     of     my  soul,     Let  me    to     Thy  bos -om    fly, 

2.  Oth  -  er    ref  -  uge  have    I  none,  Hangs  my  help-less  soul  on  Thee; 

3.  Thou,  0  Christ,  art   all      I  want;  More  than  all     in  Thee  I     find: 

4.  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found — Grace  to  cov  -  er    all  my    sin; 
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While  the  near  -  er     wa-ters  roll,  While  the    tern-  pest    still  is  high; 

Leave,  oh,  leave    me     not  a  -  lone,  Still  sup  -  port     and  com-fortme: 

Raise  the  fall  -   en,  cheer  the  faint,  Heal  the    sick     and  lead  the  blind : 

Let     the  heal  -  ing  streams  a-bound;  Make  me,  keep  me,  pure  with-in, 


Hide  me,    0      my  Sav  -  ior,   hide,  Till    the  storm  of    life      is    past; 

All  my  trust    on  Thee    is    stayed,  All  my  help  from  Thee    I    bring; 

Just  and    ho  -  ly     is      Thy    name,  I      am    all     un-right-eous  -  ness ; 

Thou  of    life    the  foun- tain    art,    Free-ly     let     me  take     of  Thee; 


SB 


Safe  in  -  to  the  ha  -  ven  guide,  Oh,  re-ceive  my  soul  at  last. 
Cov  -  er  my  de-fence  -  less  head  With  the  shad  -  ow  of  Thy  wing. 
Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am,  Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
Spring  Thou  up  with-in      my  heart,  Rise  to     all       e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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100     A  Shelter  in  the  Time  of  Storm. 


"God  is  the  rock  of  my  refuge. "— Ps.  94;  22. 


Words  arr. 
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1.  The  Lord's  our  Rock,  in  Him  we  hide,    A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm; 

2.  A    shade  by  day,   de-fence  by  night,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm; 

3.  The  rag-ing  storms  may  round  us  beat,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm ; 

4.  O    Rock    di-vine,  O  Ref-uge  dear,   A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm; 


tea^EB^ 


£ 


m-:—m- 


t 


-P=£l 


m. 


f- 


*-=* 


f-f 


1 1 1" 


^vivv  r 


i  i 


I 


ft! 


4 — l_l — i- 


-fc-J V 


■N- 


^^ 


ghr-^ 


■zsr 


I 

Se  -  cure  what-ev  -  er  may    be-tide,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

No  fears    a  -  larm,  no  foes    af-fright,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

We'll  nev-er  leave  this  safe  re-treat,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

Be  Thou  our  help-er    ev  -  er  near,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh,  Je-  sus  is     a  Rock  in  a  wea-ry  land,  A  wea-ry  land,  a  wea-ry  land; 
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Je  -  sus  is    a  Rock  in    a  wea-ry  land,  A  shel-ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 
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0  Blessed  Rest. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Rev.  B.  C.  Lippincott,  Jr. 


There  I  tell  the  sins  that  grieve  me,  And  His  tones  like  dew-drops  fall  : 
He  willnev-er,  nev  -  er  wea-ry,  For  He  waits  to  an- swer  prayer 
And   He  tells  me  of    the  cit  -  y  Where  they  need    no  star,    no    sun ; 


"  Fear  ye    not,   for  I've  redeemed  thee 

And  He  whis-pers  that  He  loves  me, 

There  He'll  give  me  joy  -  ful  welcome, 
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,  There  is  cleansing  for  them  all.' 
That  He  car-eth  for  my  care. 
When  my  earthly  work     is  done. 
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D.  S. — heart   to  heart  with  Je  -  sus, 
Chorus. 

What 

a  bless-ed,  bless  -  ed  rest! 
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0    bless-ed,  bless-ed  rest!  Lean-ing  on  His  lov-ing  breast, When  I'm 
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102  When  Our  Ships  Come  Sailing  Home. 

(Solo,  or  Duet  and  Chorus.) 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  When  our  ships  have  crossed  the  ocean,  and  been  all     a-round  the  world, 

2.  But       if  there    is  such   re  -  joi-cing     to    see    ves  -  sels  here  get  home, 

3.  O         me-thinks  I    hear  the   an -gels  shout,  "Here  comes  an  earthly  bark, 

4.  So      with  Je  -  sus    as    our  Cap-tain    we     ex  -  pect   to  gain  that  shore, 
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When  they  safe  - 

When  we  know 

She    has  found 

We     ex  -  pect 


ly  gain  the  ha-ven,  and  their  sails  a  -  gain  are  furled, 
that  in  a  lit  -  tie  while  these  ships  a  -  gain  will  roam, 
her  way  to  heav-en,  tho'  the  way  was  rough  and  dark; 
to    cast  our  an  -  chor  there,  and  stay  for    ev  -  er  -  more; 
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We   re-joice 
0  what  must 
But  she  had 
And  we  know 
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to    see  them  en-ter,    and  to    know  the    anchor's  cast, 
it     be    in    heav-en    when  a    ransomed  soul  comes  in, 
a    light  to  guide  her,  'twas  the  bright  and  morning  star, 
our  loved  ones  will  be    there  to    greet  us  when  we  come, 
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Rais-ing  joy 
To  go  out 
It    has  guid 

They  will  join 


ful  shouts  of  wel-come,  for  our  ships  are  home  at 
no  more  for  -  ev  -  er  on  the  storm-y  sea  of 
ed  mil-lions  o  -  ver  from  that  dis-tant  land  a  • 
in  songs  of    rapture,  "Welcome  home, 0  welcome 
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far." 
home.'' 
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0  what  shouting,  when  our  ships  come   sail 
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0    what  sing-ing, 
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When  Our  Ships  Come.— Concluded. 
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They  hare  stood  the  mighty  tempest, they  have  crossed  the  ocean's  foam; 
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They 


^ 


have  passed  o'er  stormy   bil-lows,  but  they  now  have  gained  the  shore, 
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anchor's  cast, they're  home  at  last,  the      voy-age  safe  -  ly    o'er. 
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Dora  Grebnwell. 


My  Savior. 


WM,  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1 .  I      am  not  skilled  to  understand  What  God  hath  willed,  What  God  hath  planned; 

2.  I     take  Him  at  His  word  indeed ; '  'Christ  died  for  sinners, ' '  this  I  read; 

3.  That  He  should  leave  His  place  on  high,  And  come  for  sinful  man  to  die, 

4.  And  Oh!  that  He  fulfilled  may  see  The  trav-ail  of    His  soul  in  me, 

5.  Yea,  liv-ing,  dying,  let  me  bring  My  strength,  my  solace  from  this  spring, 
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I  on  -  ly  know  at  His  right  hand  Stands  One  who  is  my  Sav  -  ior! 
For  in  my  heart  I  find  a  need  Of  Him  to  be  my  Sav -ior! 
You  count  it  strange  ? — so  once  did  I ,  Be  -  fore  I  knew  my  Sav  -  ior ! 
And  with  His  work  con  -  tent-ed  be,  As  I  with  my  dear  Sav  -  ior ! 
That  He  who  lives  to     be  my  King    Once  died  to    be  my  Sav  -  ior! 
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104  Changed  in  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatkick. 
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When  the  trump  of  the  great  arch-an  -  gel      Its  mighty  tones  shall  sound, 

When  He  comes  in  the  clouds  de-scend  -ing,  And  they  who  loved  Him  here , 

Oh,    the  seed  that  was  sown  in  weak  -  ness  Shall  then  be  raised  in  power, 
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And, the  end  of  the  world  proclaiming,  Shall  pierce  the  depths  profound,  When  the 
From  their  graves  shall  awake  and  praise  Him  With  joy  and  not  with  fear,  When  the 
And  the  songs  of  the  blood-bought  millions  Shall  hail  that  bliss-ful  hour,  When  we 
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Son  of  man  shall  come  in  His  glo  -  ry  With  all  the  saints  on  high,  What  a 
bod  -  y  and  the  soul  are  u  -  ni- ted,  And  clothed  no  more  to  die,  What  a 
gath-er  safe-ly  home  in  the  morning,  And  night's  dark  shadows  fly,  What  a 


shouting  in  the  skies  from  the  multitudes  that  rise,  Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
shouting  there  will  be  when  each  other's  face  we  see,  Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
shouting  on  the  shore  when  we  meet  to  part  no  more,Ohanged  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
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Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye; 

Changed,  changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  Changed,  changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye; 
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Changed  in  the  Twinkling,  etc.— Concluded. 


The  trumpet  shall  sound,  the  dead  shall  be  raised,  Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye . 

in  the  twinkling  of  an 
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V     V 


Mart  D.  James 


We  will  Meet  in  the  Morning. 

Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


Ill  -        I 

1.  Good-night, good-night,  we  will  meet  in  the  morning,  At  dawn  of  the  heaven-ly 

2.  Good-night, good-night,  we  will  meet  in  the  morning,  When  sickness  and  dying  are 

3.  Good-night, good-night,  we  will  meet  in  the  morning,  When  tears  will  all  be  washed  a- 

4.  Good-night, good-night,  we  will  meet  in  the  morning;  How  quickly  will  pass  the  brief 


day,  The  morn  of  redemption  and  glory,  When  night  shades  have  all  passed  away. 
o'er,  Where  bright  scenes  celestial  shall  greet  us,  And  loved  ones  who  paseed  on  be-fore. 
way;  And  recompense  rich  for  earth's  sorrow  Will  Jesus  bestow  in  that  day. 
night!  And  gladly  we'll  hail  the  blest  dawning  Of  glorious  eternity's  light. 
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Good-night,  good -night,        We  will  meet  in  the  morn-ing; 

Good-night,'  good-night,  Good-ni<. 
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Good-night,  good  -  night,        We  will  meet  in    the  morn  -  ing 

Good-night,  good-night, 
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J.  H.  E. 


I  will  Say  "Yes"  to  Jesus. 


J.  H.  Entwisls. 
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1.  I've  been  a,  wand'rer  far  from  God  Up  -  on  the  mountains  of  sin;  A 

2.  I   hear  the  Savior's  loving  voice,  No  more  His  pleading  I'll  spurn, — So 

3.  Oh,  bless-ed  serv-ice     of    my  Lord,  A  trust-ed  servant  to    be.     A 
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wea  -  ry  out-cast  from  the  fold,  My  soul  all  dark  with-in;  But  ah!  the 
wea  -  ry,  too,  of  earth's  cold  cheer,  So  ea  -  ger  to  re  -  turn  To  pastures 
follower  of    the  bless-ed  One,    A  slave,  and  yet  so  free !    E  -  ter  -  nal 
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Sav-ior  pleads  with  me  In  gen  -  tie,  lov-ing  voice.  I    can-not  turn  my 

green, where  I  can  feed  My  hungry,  sin-sick  soul,  And  there  my  Savior's 

life  in  heav'n  a-bove,  In  mansions  fair  and  bright,  A  place  with  Je-sus 
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Lord   a-way— I'll  make  Him  now  my  choice, 
child  to    be  While  end-less  a  -  ges    roll, 
near  the  throne  Will  be  my  soul's  de-light. 


will  say 


I  will  say  "Yes," 


'Yes"     to     Je  -  sus, 
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I will  say  "Yes" 

I      will  say  "Yes," 
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I  will  Say  "Yes"  to  Jesus— Concluded. 


With  outstretched  hands  my  Savior  stands,  And  beckons  the  wand'rer  to  come; 

the  wund'rer  to  come; 
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Without  de-lay  I'll  now  o-bey,  And  He  will  welcome  me  home 

will  welcome  me  home. 
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F.  G.  Burroughs. 
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Lord,  Is  It  I? 


H.  L.  GlLMOUR. 
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1.  Someone  to-day  will  seek  Thy  face,  Some-one  be -gin  the  heavnly  race, 

2.  Someone  will  pour  the  ointment  sweet   0  -  ver  Thy  sa-cred  head  and  feet, 

3.  Someone  to-day  the  cross  will  bear,  Some  for  Thy  glo  -  ry    do  and  dare, 
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Someone  will  tri  -  umph  thro'  Thy 

Ma  -  ry's  sweet  act       of     love  re  - 

Someone  Thy  good  -  ness    will  de  - 
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clare, 
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Someone  will  tri  -  umph  thro1  Thy  grace,— Lord,  is 

Ma- ry's  sweet  act     of     love  re  -  peat, — Lord,  is 

Someone  Thy  good-ness    will  de  -  clare, — Lord,  is 
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108         Lovingly,  Tenderly  Calling. 


W.  A.  O. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


Je-sus,  the  lov-ing  Shepherd,  Calleth  thee  now  to  come    In  -  to  the  fold  of 
Je-sus,  the  lov-ing  Shepherd,  Gave  His  dear  life  for  thee;  Tenderly  now  He's 
Lin-ger-i  ng  is  but  folly,  Wolves  are  abroad  to-day,  Seeking  the  lambs  who're 
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safety,  Where  there  is  rest  and  room;  Come  in  the  strength  of  manhood,  Come  in  the 
calling, '  'Wanderer, come  to  me :' '  Haste !  for  without  is  danger, '  'Come ! ' '  cries  the 
straying,  Seeking  the  lambs  to  slay;   Je-sus,  the  loving  Shepherd,  Calleth  thee 
,-0'P       (N     (S     !         |S       ^                  r     4    -P-     -?■  -P-'    -.     m     -     m 

/&\'      5  ■     a  • 

(5        #5        #        «           *       »    .   # 

"Ill         1 

©v-P — h— 

1          !             1             1 

-Lp-r-U^ 

-p-  »~  E — 

^■^t?- 1 ! — | 

v    •    ^— J j- 

-F F 

-F F F F F— 

-1 

-1 F 0 

M 

1/       \f       ]/       i             b 

^       \>       \f 

morn  of    youth,  En-ter  the  fold  of  safe  -  ty,   En-ter  the  way  of     truth. 
Shepherd  blest,   En-ter  the  fold  of  safe-ty,   En-ter  the  place  of     rest, 
now    to    come,   En-ter  the  fold  of  safe-ty,  Where  there  is  rest  and  room. 
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Lovingly,   tenderly     calling  is  He,"  Wanderer,  wanderer,  come  unto  me;" 
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Patiently  waiting,  there  standing  I  see      Je-sus,  my  Shepherd  di  -  vine. 
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H.  L.  GlLMOUK. 
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The  Haven  of  Rest. 


Geo.  D.  Moore. 
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1.  My     soul      in    sad     ex  -  ile  was     out        on  life's    sea,       So 

2.  I      yield  -  ed    my  -  self      to    His    ten    -   der  em  -  brace,    And 

3.  The    song-    of    my    soul,  since  the    Lord    made  me    whole,    Has 

4.  How  pre-cious  the    tho't  that  we     all       may  re  -  cline,    Like 

5.  0     come    to    the     Sav  -  ior,  He     pa  -  tient-  ly     waits      To 
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burdened  with  sin,  and  dis-tressed, 
fait'h  ta-king  hold  of     the    word, 
been  the  old  sto  -  ry     so      blest 
John  the  be  -  lov  -  ed    and    blest, 
save  by  Hispow-er    di  -  vine; 
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heard  a  sweet  voice 
fet-  ters  fell    off, 
Je-sus,  who'll  save 
Je-sus'  strong  arm, 
an-chor  your  soul 
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make  me  your  choice;  And  I  en-tered  the  "Ha 
an  -  chored  my  soul ;  The  ha  -  ven  of  rest 
ev  -  er  will  have  A  home  in  the  "Ha 
tern  -  pest  can  harm,  Se  -  cure  in  the  '  'Ha 
ha  -    ven  of       rest,     And      say,  "my   Be  -  lov 
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is    my  Lord, 

ven  of  Rest! " 
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ed    is  mine." 
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wild,  storm-y     deep, 
Chorus. 


In 


Je  -  sus    I  'm    safe     ev  -  er 
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I've  anchored  my  soul  in  the  haven  of  rest,  I'll  sail  the  wide  seas  no  more; 
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Tis  Burning  in  My  Soul. 


Delia  T.  White. 
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WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  God    sent    His  might -y     power    To    this  poor,  sin-  ful  heart,    To 

2.  Be  -  fore     the    cross      I      bow,      Up  -  on    the     al  -  tar    lay        A 

3.  No     good  that      I      have  done,     His  prom-ise     I       em-brace;    Ac 
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keep  me  ev-'ry  hour,  And  needful  grace  impart;  And  since  His  Spirit  came, 
will-ing  off  "ring  now,  My  all  from  day  to  day.  My  Sav-ior  paid  the  price, 
cept  -  ed  in  the  Son,    He  saves  me  by  His  grace.  All  glo  -  ry    be    to  God ! 
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To  take  supreme  control, The  love-enkindled  flame  Is  burning  in  my  soul. 
My  name  He  sweetly  calls ;  Upon  the  sac  -  ri  -  fice  The  fire  from  heaven  falls. 
Let  hal  -  le  -  lu-jahs  roll;  His  love  is  shed  a-broad,  The  fire  is    in  my  soul. 
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'Tis  burning  in  my  soul, 
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Tis  burning  in  my  soul;  The  fire    of  heav'nly 
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love   is   burning   in       my      soul.     The  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it  came,    All 

p       P  burn-ins  in  my  soul. 
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Tis  Burning  in  My  Soul.— Concluded. 
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glo-ry  to  His  name!  The  fire  of  heav'nly  love  is  burning  in     my     soul. 

burning  in  my  soul. 
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Salvation's  River. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


S.  C.  Foster. 
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j  Down  at  the  cross,  on  Cal-v'ry's  mountain, Where  mer-cies 
I  When  nothing  in  the  whole  ere  -  a  -  tion  Could  purchase 
(  When  lost  in  sin,  my  all  I  squandered,  Far  from  the 
/  All  bonds  of  sin  and  Sa  -  tan  rend-ing,  Christ  made  me 
\  All  round  my  way  the  sun  is  shin-ing,  Dark  -  ness  has 
\  My      Lord  has  cast  His  robe     a  -  round  me,    No    more  I'll 
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I  plunged  in  the  re-deem-ing  fountain,  Washed  whiter  than  the  snow. 
My  Sav-ior  brought  His  free  sal-va-tion,    Gave  me  complete  re  -  lease. 
My  Sav-ior  sought  me  where  I  wandered,  Gave  me  His  wealth  un-told. 
I'll  ne'er  for  -  get  that  joy  transcending,  When  Je-sus  saved  my  soul. 
On    Je  -  sus' breast  I  am    re-clin-ing,     Dai  -  ly  by  Him  I'm  fed. 
The  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  has  found  me,  Je~sus  has  brought  me  home. 
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i).&. — Oh,  glo  -  ry     in  the  high-est,  glo-ry!      Jesus  saves  me,  this  I  know. 
Chorus. 
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Brothers,  won't  you    hear   the    sto-ry!    See     the    foun-tain    flow! 
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112      Leaning  on  the  Everlasting  Arms. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  What  a     fel-low-ship,  what  a    joy    divine,  Leaning    on    the  ev  -  er  - 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim  way,  Leaning    on    the  ev  -  er  - 

3.  Whatjiave  I  to  dread,  what  have  I    to  fear,  Leaning   on    the  ev  -  er  - 
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last-ing  arms;  What  a  bless  -  ed-ness,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
last-ing  arms;  Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 
lasting  arms?      I      have  bless  -  ed  peace  with    my    Lord     so  near, 
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lean      -        -       ing,  Safe    and     se-cure  from  all 

Lean-ing     on    Je  -  sus,  « 
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Lean    -    ing,       Lean    -    ing,       Lean-ing  on  the  ev-  er-last  ing 
Leaning  on  Jesus,  leaning  on  Jesus, 
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Lord,  I  Seek  Thee. 


E  E.  Hewitt. 


WM,  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Lord,  I  seek  Thee, heav-y    la  -    den,  Hum -bly  kneeling  at  Thy  feet, 

2.  I    am  look-ing  un  -  to    Cal  -  v'ry,  There  the  precious  blood  I    see; 

3.  Thou  art    a  -  ble,  Thou  art  will  -  ing,  From  my  bondage  grant  re-lease, 

4.  Bless-ed  promise,  tru  -  ly  seek  -  ing,  None  are  ev  -  er  turned  a-way ; 
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Thou  hast  suffered  to    re  -  deem    me,     All      the  gracious  work  complete. 
May    Thy  Spir-it  bring  the  wit  -  ness     Of       e  -  ter  -  nal  life  to    me. 
Might  -  y    Sav-ior,speak  de-  liv  -  'ranee,  Bid  me  henceforth  "go  in  peace." 
Thine  the  glo-ry,Thine  for-ev    -    er,     Save,  and  keep  me  from  this  day. 
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Bless    -    -     ed  Sav  -  ior,  Thou  hast  called  me,  I  have 

Bless-ed,  bless-ed    Sav -ior,  Thou  hast  called  me, Thou  hast  called  me,  1  have  heard  Thy 
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heard  Thy  voice  di  -  vine; 
voice,  Thy  voice    di-vine; 
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Lord,  I'm  com-ing;  0      re- 

Lord,  I'm  coming,  com-  lug,    O      re- 
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have  heard  Thy  voice  diviue; 
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ceive                 me,      Make          me  now  and  ev  -  er    Thine 

ceive  me,  O     receive  me,  Make  me  now  and  ev  -  er  Thine,       now  and  ev  -  er  Thine. 
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The  Lord  Knows  Best. 


Fanny  «.  Crosby. 
Alto  Solo. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  The  moon  rose    up       in  the  clear  blue  sky:    I  heard  the  voice  of    a 

2.  That  voice  is     gone,  but  its  tones  I  hear,  And  sweet  as  then  are  the 

3.  The  Lord  knows  best,  and  He  will  not  leave  His  faith-ful  ones  by  them- 

4.  The  Lord  knows  best  what  His  children  need;  And  tho'  He  oft     in  the 
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pass  -  er    by;  'Twas  soft  and  low,  and  the  words  it  spoke    A  thrill    of 
words  of  cheer;  The  Lord  knows  best  what  our  hearts  can  bear;  He'll  make  all 
selves  to  grieve;  And  tho'  the  cross  may  be  hard  to  bear,  He'll  make  all 
dark  may  lead,  The  light  will  break,  and  His  tender  care  Will  make  all 
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joy  in  my  heart  a  -  woke, 
right  when  we  meet  up  there, 
right  when  we  meet  up  there, 
right  when  we  meet  up  there, 
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A  thrill  of  joy  in  my  heart  a  -  woke. 
He'll  make  all  right  when  we  meet  up  there. 
He'll  make  all  right  when  we  meet  up  there. 
Will  make  all  right  when  we  meet  up  there. 
-J 1 1— 


£=£=£ 


— ^ >ar 


r — 

Chorus. 


€ — 8+*—        I  9 *T 


& 


§£S 


± 


Hope  on,  hope  on, 
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let  us  not  repine;  The  morn  will  come  and  the  sun  will  shine: 
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The  Lord  knows  best  what  our  hearts  can  bear,  He  will  make  all  right  when  we 
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The  Lord  Knows  Best.— Concluded. 
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meet  up  there,  He  will  make all        right    when  we  meet  up     there. 

He  will  make  all  right,  He  will  make  all  right, 
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M.  A.  West. 


The  Coming  Day. 


J.  W.  Ward. 


1.  Oh,     the  day     of    joy  that's  coming,  When  the  reign  of    sin     is   o'er, 

2.  Com-ing,  com  -  ing,  sure  -  ly     coming,  Christ  shall  reign  as  Prince  of  Peace; 

3.  Righteousness  and  truth  for  -  ev  -  er      Fill  the  world  with  love  and  light, 

4.  Eyes  that  wept  shall  shine  with  rapture,  Hearts  once  bro-ken,  sing  for  joy, 

5.  Aye,  that  day      is  com-ing,  com-ing,  Sing,  my  soul,     re-joice  and  sing; 
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And  the  earth  renewed  and  ransomed,  Par  -  a  -  dise  shall  bloom  once  more. 
And  thro'  all    His  vast  do-min-ion,  Strife,  and  wrong,  and  sor-row  cease. 
And  the  reign  of  wrong  and  er  -  ror  Van-ish     in       an    end- less  night. 
And  the  peace  that  pass-eth   tell-ing  Fill  each  soul  with-out    al  -  loy. 
Like  a  "bride  prepared"  to  meet  Him,  Who  is  com  -  ing  as    thy  King. 
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D.C-For  that  day    will  then  de-clare  Him  0  -  ver    all     this  earth  the  King. 
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Chorus. 
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re-joice     in  that  glad  cho-rus, 
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And  our  souls  with  rapture  sing; 
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God's  Wondrous  Love. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  O    love  un-meas-ured,  vast  and  deep,  Thy  first  glad  chorus  rang  When 

2.  'Twas  love  that  from  our  lost   es  -  tate  Came  down  te  set    us    free,  And 

3.  'Twas  love  in-spired  the  an  -  gel  host     At  midnight  hour  to   sing,  Good- 

4.  'Twas  love  that  bore   the  cross  for  us,  That  we  a  crow  bright  wear;  'Twas 
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o'er  the  new    ere  -  a-tion's  birth  The  stars  of  the  morn  in  beau-ty  sang, 
gave  its  life  that  we  henceforth  Redeemed  unto  grace  thro'  faith  might  be. 
will    to     man  and  peace  on  earth, Thro'  Him  who  is  born  to  reign  our  King, 
love  unbarred  the  gates  a  -  bove,  And  all  who  believe  may  en  -  ter  there. 
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The  love  of  God  made  manifest  to  us,  In  the  gift  of  Christ  His  Son,  whom  He 
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spared  not,  But  for  sin  He  delivered  Him  up, 

But  for  sin  He  delivered  Him  up,  But       for  sin  He  delivered  Him  up; 
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But  for  sin He  delivered  Him  up; 

But  for  sin  He  de-liv-ered  Him  up,  But         for  sin   He   de-liv-ered 
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God'S  WondrOUS  Love.— Concluded. 
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He  has  redeemed  us,  He  lias  redeemed  us,  He  has  redeemed  us  thro'  His  a- 
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tonement  once  for  all, He  has  redeemed  us,  He  has  re- 

ouce  for  all,  He  has  redeemed  us, 
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deemed    us,     He  has  redeemed  us  thro'  His  atonement  once  for  all. 

He  has  redeemed  us,  once  for  all. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Tell  It  to  Jesus, 


W.  H.  Doank. 
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1.  Broken  in  spirit  And  laden  with  care,  Sweet  is  thy  refuge,  Find  it  in  prayer. 

2.  Art  thou  neglected  And  sighing  to  know  Joys  that  in  friendship  Tenderly  flow  ? 

3.  Art  thou  recalling  the  years  that  have  fled,  Weeping  in  sorrow,  Mourning  the  dead  ? 

4.  Bring  thine  affliction,  Whatever  it  be;     Jesus,  thy  Savior,  bore  it  for  thee. 
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Tell  it  to  Je-sus,  Tell  it  to  Je-sus,  Tell  it  to  Je-sus,  He'll  giv 

:L— b-Ha-THT-i— # 


e  re- lief. 


** 


1=3 


££ 


3] 


^izjiz^itioz^ 


-*— 9- 


v-w- 


*— »— 


1/  1/  ^ 


W=£ 


Copyright,  1889.  by  W.  H.  Doaue. 

119 


1/   l>  U 


118      All  will  be  Glory,  By  and  By. 


Lydia  N.  Williams. 
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By    and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home, 
Sheltered  there  we  shall  no  more  roam, 

By  and  by  we  shall  cross  the  tide, 
Thro'  His  grace  we'll  be  glo  -  ri  -  fied, 
Meet-ing  there  at    the    riv-er's  brink, 

Let  there  be    not    a    miss-ing  link, 


Gath-ered  home,  gath-ered  home; 
No  more  roam,    no  more  roam; 
Cross  the  tide,     cross  the    tide; 


Glo  -  ri  -  fied, 
Riv  -  er's  brink, 
Miss-ing    link, 


glo  -  ri  -  fied ; 

riv-er's  brink; 

miss-ing  link; 
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By    and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home  To  the  pal-ace 
Shelter 'd  there  we  shall  no  more  roam,  While  immortal 

By    and  by    we  shall  cross  the  tide  To  the    ha-ven 
Thro'  His  grace  we'll  be  glo-ri  -  fied  In  the  peace-ful 
Meet  -  ing  there  at  the  riv-er's  brink  We  shall  en-ter 

Let  there  be    not  a   miss-ing  link  In  the  jew-eled  chain 
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We  shall  meet  in  the  bright  tomorrow,  God  shall  wipe  ev'ry  tear-ful  eye; 
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No  more  sighing,  and  no  more  sorrow;  All  will  be  glo-ry,     by   and    by. 
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119        When  the  Bridegroom  Comes. 

E.  R.  Latta.     Alt.  Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Will  our  lamps  be  filled  and  ready,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes  ?  And  our 

2.  Shall  we  hear  a  welcome  sounding,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes  ?  And  a 

3.  Don't    de-lay  your  prep  -  a-ra-tion  Till  the  Bridegroom  comes ;  Lest  there 

4.  It      will  be    a  time  of  sorrow, When  the  Bridegroom  comes;  If     our 

5.  Oh,there'll  be  a  glorious  meeting,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes;  And  a 
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lights  be  clear  and  steady,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes?  In  the  night,  that  solemn 

shout  of  joy  resounding, When  the  Bridegroom  comes?  In  the  night,  that  solemn 

be  a  separation,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes.  In  the  night,  that  solemn 

oil  we  hope  to  borrow,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes.  In  the  night,  that  solemn 

hallelujah  greeting,  When  the  Bridegroom: comes.  In  the  night,  that  joyful 
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night, Will  our  lamps  be  burning  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom 

night, Will  our  lamps  be  burning  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom 

night, Will  our  lamps  be  burning  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom 

night, Will  our  lamps  be  burning  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom 

night,   With  our  lamps  all  burning  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom 

that  solemn  night, 
that    joy-ful  night, 
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0  be  ready!    0  be  ready!   0  be  ready  when  the  Bridegroom  comes! 

0  be  ready!    0  be  ready!   0  be  ready  when  the  [Omit.)  Bridegroom  comes! 
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Title  Clear. 


Rearranged  with  Chorus  by  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1    When     I   can  read  my  ti-tle  clear, 

2.  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

3.  Let    cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

4.  There     I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 
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title  clear, 


To  man-sions  in    the  skies. 
And  fier     y     darts  be  hurled, 
Let  storms  of  sor  -  row  fall — 
In  seas    of  heav  n-ly    rest, 


iu  the  skies, 
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I'll   bid 
Then  I 
So       I 
And  not 
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fare -well  to    ev  -  'ry     fear, 

can  smile  at    Sa- tan's  rage, 

but     safe-  ly  reach  my    home, 

a     wave  of  troub  -  le     roll 
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And  wipe  my  weep-ing  eyes. 
And  face    a  frown-ing  world. 
My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  all. 
A  -  cross  my  peace-ful  breast. 
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We  will  stand                        the    storm,                      We  will  an  -  chor 
We  will  stand,  stand  the  storm,  It  will  not  be  ver  -  y  long,  We  will  an- chor  by  and 
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by     and         by,        by    and  by,    We  will  stand  the 

by,      We  will    an  -  chor  by     and     by,      We  will  stand,  stand  the  storm,  It  wi 
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We  will  an  -  chor    by      and    by.   by  and  bv. 
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storm, 
not        be  ver  -  y 
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121      The  Story  of  Wonderful  Love. 
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H.  L.  GlLMOUR. 

Slow,  with  expression. 
fc 


Arr.  by  H.  L.  G. 


ft— ^ 

JS— s 


aj^ 


£-*- 


-4-4- 


t=? 


@ 


1.  God    so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  His  own  Son,  In  the  ful  -  ness  of 

2.  He     came  to  re  -  lease  ev  -  'ry  pris-on  -  er  bound,  Ev'ry  fet  -  ter  of 

3.  When  the  multitudes  throng'd  Him,  all  eager  to  hear,  Ev'ry  need  His  com- 

4.  On  Gen-nes  -  a-ret's  bosom  He  crossed  the  dark  wave,  While  the  billows  for 

5.  This  sweet  story,  so  won-der-ful,  nev  -  er  was  sung  From  the  ramparts  of 
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time,  thus  to    prove  That  He  came  to  redeem,  and  to  her-ald  the  theme, 
sin     to  re  -  move;    To    make  the  lame  leap, and  the  sealed  lips  to  speak, 
pas-sion  would  move;  And  tho'  a-ges  have  rolled,  this  same  story  is  told, 
mas  -  ter-y  strove;  To  His  friends  He  drew  near, quickly  banished  their  fear, 
glo  -  ry    a  -    bove     Till  the  angels  of  light  thrilled  the  listening  night, 
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D.  S. — Blessed  be  His  dear  name,  for  lost  sinners  He  came, 


Fine.  Chorus. 


Be 
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The  sweet  sto  -  ry  of  won  -  der  -  ful 

The  sweet  sto  -  ry  of  won  -  der  -  ful 

The  sweet  sto  -  ry  of  won  -  der  -  ful 

This  same  Je  -  sus  of  won  -  der  -  ful 

With  the    sto  -  ry  of  won  -  der  -  ful 


Oh,   won  -  der  -  ful 
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With  the     sto  -  ry     of  won  -  der  -  ful       love. 
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love !  such  won-der-ful  love !  Far  sur-pass-ing  our  thoughts  to  con  -  ceive; 
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Seeking  the  Lost 


W.  A.  O. 
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1.  Seek-ing  the  lost,  yes,  kind-ly     en-treat-  ing  Wan  der  -  ers    on    the 

2.  Seek-ing  the  lost,  and  pointing    to  Je  -  sus,  Souls  that  are  weak, and 

3.  Thus  I  would  go     on  missions  of  mer  -  cy,  Fol  -  low-  ing  Christ  from 
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mountain    a  -  stray;  "Comeun  -  to    me,"  His    message  re  -  peat  -ing, 

hearts  that  are    sore;      Lead-ing  them  forth  in    ways  of     sal  -  va  -  tion, 

day    un  -  to     day;      Cheering   the  faint,  and     rais-ing    the   fall  -  en; 
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Words  of    the  Mas-ter  speaking  to  -  day 
Show-ing    the  path  to    life  ev  -  er  -  more, 
Point-ing   the  lost  to    Je  -  sus  the  way 
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Go-ing  a  -  far 
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Go-ing  a  -  far 
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Bringing  the  wand'rer  back  a- 
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up-on  the  mountain, 
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up-  on    the  mount-ain, ....     Bringing  the  wan    - 
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gain,  back  again,  Into  the  fold  of  my  Eedeemer, 
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Into  the  fold of  my  Re-deem  -  er. 

By  permission. 
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Seeking  the  Lost.    Concluded. 
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Je-sus,tbe  Lamb  for  sin  -  ners  slain,  for  sin  -  ners  slain. 
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Jesus  the  Lamb 
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Close  thy  Heart  no  More. 


Fanny  J.  Cro9bt. 
Duet. 


Jno.  R.  Swenkt. 
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j    Wea -  ry  child,  thy  sin    for  -  sak  -  ing,  Close  thy  heart  no  more; 
I  From  thy  dream  of  pleas-ure  wak-ing,     O-  pen  wide  [Omit]  the  door. 
To    the  Sav-ior's  ten  -  der  pleading  Close  thy  heart  no  more; 
Now  the  call    of  mer  -  cy  heed-ing,    O  -  pen  wide  [Omit]  the  door. 
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Chorus. 
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While  the  lamp    of    life    is     burn-ing,    And  the  heart    of  God    is 
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yearn-ing,  To    His  lov    ing  arms  re- turn  -  ing,  Give  thy  wand'ring 
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3  To  the  gospel  invitation 
Close  thy  heart  no  more; 
To  receive  a  full  salvation 
Open  wide  the  door. 


J  20 


4  To  the  joy  that  fadeth  never 
Close  thy  heart  no  more; 
To  the  peace  abiding  ever 
Open  wide  the  door. 
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Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 


Resting. 


Adap.  and  part.  comp.  by  W.  J.  K. 
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Resting    on    the  faith-ful-ness    of  Christ  our    Lord;  Resting-  on  the 
Resting  'neath  His  guiding  hand  for  untraeked  days;  Resting  'neath  His 
6.  Resting    in    the    fortress  while  the  foe       is     nigh ;  Resting   in   the 

4.  Resting    in    the  pastures  and    be-neath   the    Rock;  Resting  by  the 

5.  Resting  and  be-liev-ing,  let    us    on  -  ward  press;  Resting    in  Him- 
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fulness  of  His  own  sure  word;  Resting  on  His  power,  on  His  love  un  -  told ; 

shadow  from  the  noon-tide  rays;  Resting  at  the  even-tide  beneath  His  wing, 

life-boat  while  the  waves  roll  high;  Resting  in  His  chariot  for  the  swift.glad  race; 

waters  where  He  leads  His  flock;  Resting  while  we  listen,  at  His  glorious  feet: 

self,  the  Lord  our  righteousness;  Resting  and  rejoicing,  let  His  saved  ones  sing. 
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Fine.  Chorus. 
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Resting  on  His  cov  -  e  -  nant  secured  of     old.     Rest 


mg. 


In  the  fair  pa-vil  -  ion  of  our  Sav-  ior  King. 
Resting,  always  rest-ing  in  His  boundless  grace. 
Resting  in  His  ver-y  arms ! — oh,  rest  complete! 

Glo-ry,    glo-ry,  glo-ry    be   to  Christ  our  King!  Rest-ing  in  the  faithfulness, 
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Rest     - 

Rest-ing 
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-      ing, 
the    faith  -  f  ul  -  ness, 

Rest-ing    in    the  faith-ful-ness    of 
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Christ  our  Lord ;  Rest      -       -      ing,  Rest      -      -     ing, 

Rest-ing     in     His  faith-ful-ness,    Rest-ing  in  His  faithful 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Saved  from  the  Wreck, 

1    1    1 


H.  L.  GlLMOUR. 
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1.  A-drift  on  the  waters,  so  dark  and  so  cold,    A-far  from  the  beautiful 

2.  Oh,     I  was  the  sin-ner  a-lone  on  the  sea,  But  love's  blessed  signals  were 

3.  I  stepped  in  the  life-boat,  provided  for  me,  And  Je-sus  my  Pi  -  lot,  my 

4.  Life's  turbulent  surges  are  kissed  into  peace, The  beacons  are  shining. and 


cit  -  y  of  gold,  A  ves  -  sel  is  sink-ing,  for  heav  -  y  the  gale,  The 
float-ing  for  me;  Tho'  thunders  were  rolling,  and  billows  at  strife,  Lo, 
Cap-tain  will  be;  His  bos  -  om  my  ref  -  uge,  my  "hav-en  of  rest."  I'm 
songs  nev-er  cease;  Fair  moonbeams,  bright  sunshine,  il  -  lu-mine  the  tide,  While 
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Chorus. 


is  broken,  and  tattered  each  sail,  x 
Je-sus  was  call-ing, "escape  for  thy  life."  / 
rescued  from  shipwreck,  so  happy  and  blest,  f 
onward  to  glo-ry  we'll  joy-ful  -  ly  glide.  ' 
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Poor  child  of  the  wreck,  see  the 
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life-boat  is  near,  A  sweet  voice  is  heard,  for  the  Master  is  here;  He  walks  ev'ry 
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billow,  controls  ev'ry  wave,  Tis  Je-sus,  King  Jesus,  "the  mighty  to  save." 
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E.  A.  Barnes. 


I  Shall  Not  Want. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  I    sing  at  morning  light,  I  shall  not  want;  I  sing  at  coming  night, 

2.  His    eye  is  o  -  ver  me,     I  shall  not  want;  Wherever  I  may  be, 

3.  In    all  that  may  be-tide,   I  shall  not  want;  In  Him  do  I  con-fide, 
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I  shall  not  want.  As  long  as  I  am  here,  I  need  not  doubt  or  fear, 
I  shall  not  want.  I  know  His  love  and  care,  In  which  I  freely  share, 
I    shall  not  want.  My  days  are  on  the  wing,  And  yet  'tis  sweet  to  sing, 
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The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is,    I  shall  not  want.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I 
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shall  not  want,  He  lead  -  eth  me  from      day    to   day;  The  Lord  is  my 
He  leadeth  me,  leadeth  me  from  day   to      day; 


P¥Pi 


Shepherd,    I  shall  not  want,  While  I a  pil  -  grim  on    my  way. 

While    I    a  pilgrim  ou  my  way, 
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The  Cross  is  not  Greater. 


May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus, 
4_r_| |y — ^ — I     _^_ 
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Com.  Ballington  Booth. 
Arr.  by  W.  J.  K. 


1.  The  Cross  that  He  gave  may  be  heavy,  But  it  ne'er  outweighs  His  Grace, 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper  Than  composed  His  Crown  for  me, 

3.  The  light  of  His  love  shineth  brighter,  As  it  falls  on  paths  of  woe, 

4.  H»8  will  I  have  joy  in  ful-fill-ing,  As  I'm  walking  in  His  sight, 

V 
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The  storm  that  I  feared  may  surround  me,  But  it  ne'er  ex-cludes  His  face. 
The  cup  that  I  drink  not  more  bit- ter  Than  He  drank  in  Geth  sem-a-ne. 
The  toil  of  my  work  grow-eth  light-er,  As  I  stoop  to  raise  the  low. 
My    all    to    the    blood  I  am  bringing,    It   a  -  lone   can  keep  me  right. 
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The  Cross  is   not    great-er  thaD  His  Grace,  The  storm   can-  not 

t"    V  \-  V  V  V  Tif  -irf-__    1    iT    "F— t7 


MT 


£=p=±t 


V=& 


S*Bt 


dl=± 


*=£ 


t 


tf3^=S^£=tU 


5 


r 


is 


hide  His  blessed  face; 
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I    am  sat  -  is  -  tied  to  know  That  with 
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Je  -  sus    here     be  -  low,       I 
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con-quer     ev  -  'ry      foe. 
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Used  by  per.    of  Com.  Ballington  Booth. 
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Jesus  Lives. 


Rev.  John  R.  Colgan. 
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1.  Might-y     ar  -  my    of    the  young.  Lift  the  voice  in  cheer-ful 

2.  Tongues  of  children  light  and  free,  Tongues  of  youth  all  full  of 

3.  Je  -  sus  lives,  0  bless  -  ed  words !  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of 


song, 
glee, 
lords ! 
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Send  the  wel-come  word  a-  long,  Jesus  lives !  Once  He  died  for  you  and  me, 
Sing  to  all  on  land  and  sea,  Jesus  lives !  Light  for  you  and  all  mankind, 
Lift  the  cross  and  sheathe  the  swords,  Jesus  lives !  See, He  breaks  the  prison  wall, 
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Bore  our  sins  up  -  on  the  tree,  Now  He  lives  to  make  us  free,  Je  -  sus  lives! 
Sight  for  all  by  sin  made  blind, Life  in  Je-sus  all  may  find,  Je-sus  lives! 
Throws  aside  the  dreadful  pall, Conquers  death  at  once  for  all,Je-  sus  lives! 
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Wait  not  till  the  shadows  lengthen,  till  you  old  -  er  grow,  Ral-ly  now  and 

Wait                            uot                                                                           Slug, 
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sing  for  Je-sus,  ev'rywhere  you  go,  Lift  your  joy  -  fill    voi  -  ces  high, 
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JeSUS  Lives.— Concluded. 
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Ringing  clear  thro'  earth  and  sky,  Let  the  blessed  tidings  fly,  «7e  -  sus  lives! 
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Whosoever  Believeth. 


Rev.  Frederick  Denison. 


W.  Warren  Bentley.    By  per. 


1.  From  Cal-v'ry's  mountain  sound-  ing,  What  lov  -  ing  words  we    hear, 

2.  Oh,    seek  this  great  sal  -  va   -  tion,  And  cast  out    ev  -  'ry     sin, 

3.  Who-e'er    my  Word  be  -  liev  -  eth,    We  hear  the  Sav  -  ior     say, 

4.  0   broth -er,  come  and  trust    Him,    0    come    to   Him     to  -  day, 
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The  love     of    God      a -bound -ing,    Dis-pel  -ling  all     our     fear. 
The  soul's    e  -  man  -  ci  -  pa  -   tion,    By  pow'r  Di- vine  with  -  in. 
A      par  -  don  full     re  -  ceiv  -  eth,     All  sins    are  washed  a  -  way. 
He's  wait-ing     to      re-ceive    you,  Why  Ion  -  ger,  then,   de  -  lay? 
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r=?=f: 


it! 


mm 


IS 


±=£ 


l^-r-UN-l- 


PE 


I 


Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er     be  -  liev  -  eth  Hath  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    life. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 
r> 


0  Blessed  Hope, 

(Solo,  Duet,  or  Quartet.) 


Wm.   J.    KlKKPATRICK. 
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1.  0    bless-ed  hope  so  dear,  so  bright,  It  cheers  the  watches  of  the  night; 

2.  When  dawns  that  hour  of  wondrous  grace,  No  veil  will  hide  lny  Savior's  face; 

3.  Sin,  pain  and  death,  on  that  sweet  day,  Like  broken  dreams,  shall  pass  away; 

4.  Soon,  soon  shall  fade  the  scenes  of  time,  Em-man-uel's  advent  bells  shall  chime; 
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with-in    the  soul,  Till  heav'nly  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  roll, 
er-more  as  His,  And  I   shall  see  Him  as  He   is. 
-  ty     I  shall  wear,  His  per-fect  joy  and  glo  -  ry  share, 
the  Bridegroom's  voice ;_Look  up,  my  heart,  m  Him  rejoice! 


It  wakes  a  song 
He'll  own  me  ev  - 
His  spot-less  beau 
The  Bride  shall  hear 
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Now  are  we  the  sons  of  God,  And    it  doth  not 
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appear, 


yet 
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ap  -  pear  what  we  shall  be;  But  we  know  that  when  He  shall 

we  know 
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know      that  when  He  shall  appear,  We  shall  be  like  Him,  We  shall  be 
we  know 
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O  Blessed  Hope.— Concluded. 
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like  Him;  For  we  shall  see  Him  as 
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is,     We  shall  see  Him  as  He  is; 
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We  know  that  when  He  shall  appear,  We  know  that  when  He  shall  appear, 
we  know  we  know 
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We  shall  be  like  Him, We  shall  be  like  Him;  For  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is. 
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Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 

^-sr-^-r-J- 


J.  E.  Gould. 


Fink, 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,    pi  -  lot     me         0  -  ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 
D.G. — Chart  and  compass  came  from  Thee;    Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,    pi  -  lot    me. 

2.  As       a    moth-er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the      o-ceanwild; 
D.G. — Wondrous  Sov'reign  of    the     sea,        Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,    pi  -  lot    me. 

3.  When  at  last      I     near  the  shore,    And  the  fear  -  ful   breakers  roar, 
D.G. — May  I    hear  Thee  say   to     me,  "  Fear  not,    I      will     pi  -  lot  thee!' 
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roll,  Hid  mg  rocks  and  treacherous  shoal ; 
Boisterous  waves  o  -  bey  Thy  will  When  Thou  say'st  to  them,  •  'Be  still!  " 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peace-ful    rest,  Then  while  lean  -  ing  on   Thy  breast, 
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Unknown  waves  be-fore  me 
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Grace  Elizabeth  Uobb. 


He  Is  Mine,  I  Am  His, 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Bless-ed  Lil  -  y     of    the  Val  -  ley,  oh, 

2.  Let    rue  sing  of     all  His  nier-cies,  of 

3.  Tho'  He  lead  me  thro1  the  val  -  ley    of 


how  fair    is    He !  He  is 

His  kindness  true,  He  is 

the  shade  of  death,  He  is 
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mine, 
mine, 
mine, 


I  am  His; 
I  am  His; 
I  am  His; 


Sweet-er  than  the  an-gels1  mu-sic  is  His 
Fresh  at  morn,  and  in  the  evening,  comes  a 
Should  I  fear,  when  oh,  so  ten-der  -  ly    He 
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D.  S.—  Sweet-er  than  the  an-gels'  mu-sic 
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am  His, Where  the  lil  -  ies  fair  are 
am  His!  With  the  deep'ning  shadows 
am  His!    For  the  sun-shine  of    His 


voice  to    me,  He  is  mine,  I 

bless-ing  new,  He  is  mine,  I 

whis-per  -  eth,  He  is  mine,  I 
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naught  shall 
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blooming  by  the  wa-ters  calm,  There  He  leads  me,and  upholds 
comes  a  whis-per, '  'Safely  rest !  Sleep  in  peace,f or  I  am  near  thee 
pres-ence  doth  il-lume  the  night,  And  He  leads  me  thro1  the  val 
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strong  right  arm;  All  the  air    is  love  around  me,  I    can  feel 

thee  mo-lest;    I    will  linger  till  the  morning,  Keeper, Friend 
mountain  height;  Out  of  bondage  in  -  to  freedom,  in  -  to  cloud 
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He  Is  Mine,  I  Am  His.— Concluded. 
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Bless-ed  Lil  -  y 


He 


mine, 

He 


His. 


is  mine, 


f  ff 


P     P     P     P     P 


of  the  Val-ley, 

of  the   Val-ley. 
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He  is  mine !  Lil    -    -    y    of  the  Val-ley,   I 

Hal-le  -  lu-iah,  He   is  mine!  Bless-ed  Lil  -  y     of  the  Val-ley, 

■  ffffff .EffgE 


His! 


P=fc* 


§§ 


*=£ 


££££=fcBj=rf-B|-te 


m 


fcfct^t^^: 


**=» 


-p— *>*• 


1/    1/    y    v- 


133 


More  About  Jesus. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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1.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus  would  I  know,  More  of  Ffis  grace  to  oth-ers  show; 

2.  More  a-bout  Je- sus   let    me  learn,  More  of  His  ho  -  ly  will  dis-cern ; 

3.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus;  in  His  word,  Hold-ing  communion  with  my  Lord; 

4.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus;  on  His  throne,  Rich-es  in    glo  -  ry  all  His  own; 
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More  of  His  sav-ing  fullness  see,    More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 
Spir  -  it  of  God,  my  teach-er  be,  Showing  the  things  of  Christ  to  me. 
Hearing-  His  voice  in  ev  -  'ry  line,  Making  each  faithful  say-ing  mine. 
More  of  His  kingdom's  sure  increase;  More  of  His  coming, Prince  of  Peace. 
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D.  S. — More  of  His  sav-ing  fullness  see,   More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me 

Chorus.  D.  S. 
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More,   more     a  -  bout  Je    -    sus,     More,  more     a  -  bout  Je   -    sus 
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134         Speed  Away!  Speed  Away 


Rev.  C.  Cooke. 


I.  B.  Woodbury     Arr. 


1.  Speed  a- way!  speed  a-way !  0  ye  her-alds    of  light,  There  are  millions  en- 

2.  Let  the  Church  to  the  help  of  Je-ho-vah  draw  near-Come  with  love,  and  with 

3.  Speed  a-way!  speed  a-way  with  a  message  from  heav'n,  To  all  na-tions  of 
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shrouded  in  nature's  dark  night,  Who  are  willing  to  hear,  and  the  truth  to  re- 
faith,  and  with  fer-vor  in  pray'r !  Let  her  fling  to  the  breeze  the  pure  banner  of 
men  let  the  ti-dings  be  given  That  Messiah  has  triumphed,  his  foes  are  all 
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ceive,  But  know  of  no  Sav-ior  on  whom  to  be-lieve.  0  they  Ye  dy-ing  by 
truth,  And  enlist  in  the  struggle  her  warm-hearted  youth ;  Let  the  parents  and 
slain,  And  the  earth  as  an  E  -  den  is  blush-ing  a  -  gain!  0  great  Sav-ior,  let 
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thousands  in  sin  ev-'ry  day !  Speed  a  -  way !  speed  a  -  way 
children,  and  ev'ry  one  say : '  'Speed  a  -  way !  speed  a  -  way 
nothing  this  conquest  delay !  Speed  a  -  way !  speed  a  -  way 
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speed  a-way! 
speed  a-way!" 
speed  a-way! 
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The  Beautiful  City  of  God. 


Mart  A.  McKee. 


Adam  Geibel. 
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1.  With  mansions  of  fairness,  And  beau  -  ty,  and  rareness,  And  streets  with  a 

2.  Its    riv-ers  of  gladness  Will  ban- ish  all  sad-ness,  And  sor- row  shall 

3.  But    light  will  be  giv-en,  All  storm-clouds  be  riven,    From   o  -  ver  that 

4.  No    sor  -  row  or  sighing,  Nor  an  -  guish  or  dy-ing,  Can  shad  -  ow  the 
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pavement  of  gold; 

van  -  ish     a  -  way; 

cit   -   y      of  God; 

bliss  of  that  home; 
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Where  no  one  grows  wea-ry, —  No  pros  -  pect  is 
The  moon  shall  not  light-en,     The  sun   shall  not 

We'll  view  then  in  won-der,  Thro'  all    that  may 
And  pil-grims  who  rest  there,  For  -  ev  -  er  are 
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brighten,  That  cit  -  y 
sun-der,  The  path  that 
blest  there,  Nor  yearn  in 
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can    ev-er  grow  old. 
by  night  or    by     day. 
in    sor-row  we      trod, 
their  rapture  to     roam. 


Oh,  there  is  a  cit-y,    a 
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The  Blood  is  All  My  Plea. 


Rev.  F.  C.  Baker. 
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1.  I  knew  that  God  in  His  Word  had  spoken,  The  pow'r  of  sin     can 

2.  Must    1      go    on      in         sin     and  sor-row,  To-day    in    sun-shine, 
cried,  "My  Lord,    Is  there  not  pow'r    in 

take    you    in,     The  blood  will  cleanse  you 
ver    -   y     hour,  Kept  by    Al-might  -  y 
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3.  With  anguish  wrung,  I 

4.  "Oh,  yes,  my  love   will 

5.  And  there  I  stand  this 
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be   bro  -  ken,  The  heart  held   cap  -  tive,    yet     be 
to  -  mor  -  row?      First  I'm     sin  -  ning,  then    re  - 
sus'  blood        To  make   in      me      a       per  -  feet 

all    sin, Will  wash    a  -  way    your  guilt  -  y 

ing  pow'r;     Temp-ta  -  tions  come,  the  blood's  my 
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Lord,  is  this  blessing  not  for    me?  ~| 

Now     I'm  stubborn,  then  relenting.  | 

To  cleanse  my  heart  and  keep  it  pure?  "  j^The  blood,  the  blood  is  all  my  plea, 

And  cleanse  till  not  one  spot  remains." 

The  precious  blood  now  cleanses  me. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-  jah.!  it  cleanseth  me;     Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  it  cleanseth  me 
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Oh,  What  Wilt  Thou  Do? 


Lottie  A.  Newman. 

1— I 


Hauky  C.  Jones. 


i 


4—4- 


:i 


V^-A.-U-^ J \ 


St 


w=* 


-rt- 


i=* 


•zd 


^=&=2 


S* 


s=r 


1 .  Oh, what  wilt  thou  do  when  the  night  cometh  on,  When  daylight  is  fading  and 

2.  Oh,  what  wilt  thou  do  when  the  tide  riseth  high, When  life  is  de-part-ing  and 

3.  Oh,  what  wilt  thou  do  in  the  great  judgment  day,When  heaven  and  earth  shall  have 

4.  Oh,    fly     to  the  ref-uge,  while  still  there  is  time, While  God  offers  pardon  and 
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hope  near  -  ly  gone;  When  fears  shall  oppress  thee,  and  dark  billows  roll, 
death  draweth  nigh;  The  vain  things  of  earth  have  no  pow'r  to  con-sole; 
all  passed  a  -  way;  When  thy  doom  is  sealed  and  the  death  knell  shall  toll, 
heal  -  ing    di-vine;  There,  safe  in  that  shel-ter, sweet  peace  shall  control, 
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Oh,  tell  me, what  then  wilt  thou  do  with  thy  soul  ?  \ 

Oh,  tell  me, what  then  wilt  thou  do  with  thy  soul?  >  What  wilt  thou  do? 

Oh,  tell  me,  what  then  wilt  thou  do  with  thy  soul?  ) 

For  then  ev  -  er-more  'twill  be  well  with  thy  soul.  Haste  while  there's  time, 
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What  wilt  thou  do  ?    Oh,   tell  me,  what  then  wilt  thou  do  with  thy  soul  ? 
Haste  while  there's  time, For  then    ev  -  er-more  'twell  be  well  with  thy  soul. 
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138     One  more  Day's  Work  for  Jesus. 


Miss  Anna  Warner. 


Rev.  Robert  Lowry,  by  per. 
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1.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  One  less    of  life  for  me!  But  heav'n  is 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  How  glo-rious  is  my  King!  Tis  joy, not 

3.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  How  sweet  the  work  has  been, To  tell  the 

4.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus — Oh,   yes,     a  wea  -  ry  day;  But  heav'n  shines 

5.  Oh,     bless  -  ed  work  for  Je  -  sus !  Oh,  rest    at  Je  -  sus'  feet !  There  toil  seems 
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near-er,  And  Christ  is  dear-er,   Than  yes  -  ter-day  to    me;    His  love  and 
du  -  ty,   To  speak  His  beauty;    My    soul  mounts  on  the  wing    At  the  mere 
sto-ry,   To  show  the  glo-ry,  Where  Christ's  flock  enter  in!   How  it  did 
clearer,  And  rest  comes  nearer,    At    each    step  of  the  way;  And  Christ  in 
pleasure,My  wants  are  treasure,  And  pain    for  Him  is  sweet;  Lord,  if    I 
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light  Fill  all    my  soul    to-night, 
tho't  How  Christ  my  life  has  bought, 
shine  In  this  poor  heart  of  mine, 
all —  Be-fore  His  face    I    fall, 
may,  I'll  serve  an  -oth  -  er  day. 


One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One 
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more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  less  of  life  for  me. 
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139       The  Birth-Place  of  My  Soul. 


Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Jn'„.  R.  Swkney. 
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1.  The  stars  now  shining  o'er    me, 

2.  While  here  on  earth's  do-min  -  ions, 
.3.     No  power  on  earth  can  hold  me, 
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Are      call  -  ing  me     a  -  way, 

As     I  view    the  bea-con  light 

I   am  press  -  ing  to  that  land, 
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For  stretch-ing  out     be -fore      me,     Is   that  land     of  end-less    day; 

My  soul  doth  stretch  her  pin  -  ions,  For  her    ev    -  er-last-ing  flight: 

Where  Gods's  arm  will  en  -  fold      me,     As    be  -  fore  His  throne  I  stand ; 
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While      on    the  tide  I'm  drift -ing    I      can    hear  the  sur  -  ges  roll, 
There  F 11    nev  -  er  know  a    sor  -  row,  There  no    fun  - 'ral  bells  will  toll, 
For      there    no  sin    can  sev  -  er,  Safe  with  Christ  who  made  me  whole, 
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I      can  see     the  shadows  lift  -  ing 
There  will  come  no  sad    to  -  mor  -  row 
I     will  live   with  Him  for  -  ev  -  er 
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O'er  the  birth-place  of  my  soul. 
In  the  birth-place  of  my  soul. 
In  the  birth-place  of    my  soul. 
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In  the  birth-place  of    my  soul  ? 
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Hark,  the  an    -     gel  choirs  are  singing, 
Hark,  the  angel  choirs  are  sin<i-in<?, 
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Don't  you  hear    the  anthems  roll  ? 
Don't  you  hear  the  anthems  roll? 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
141 


140 

Rev.  John  Parker. 


The  Bolted  Door. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Do  you  know  the  blessed  Savior's  at  the  door?  That  He  lingers  there  to 

2.  Do  not  keep  Him  longer  waiting  at  the  door;  Hear  Him  knocking,  calling 

3.  Will  you  close  your  heart  against  Him  at  the  door '?  Will  He  not  be  all  you 

4.  Oh,  to  think  that  Jesus  waits  outside  the  door,  He  may  leave  you,  to  re- 
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bless  you  more  and  more?  Will  you  not  in-vite  Him  in,  And  His 
loud  -  er  than  be  -  fore.  Bid  Him  welcome  now  with-in,  Turn  a  - 
need  for-ev-  er-more?  He  will  take  a  -  way  your  pride,  Be  your 
turn,  no,  nev  -  er-more;    Soon  His  Spir  -  it  may  be  gone,  Leave  you 
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fel  -  low-ship  be-g[in,  He  is  waiting,  knocking,  calling  at  the  door, 
way  from  ev-'ry  sin,  He  will  en  -  ter,  and  the  feast  be  ev  -  er-more. 
nev  -  er-fail-ing  guide,  To  the  mansions  where  the  blessed  ones  a  -  dore. 
help-less  and  a-lone,  Haste  to  hear  Him  now  and  o  -  pen  wide  the  door. 
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He    is    wait      -     -      ing,      He    is  knocking  at  the  door,  He     is 

Waiting,  He    is  wait-ing,  Knocking    at     the  door, 


S±=^ 


m 


rr 


*—p 


tttt  , 


k   k  •  k  •  k=k=k 


i=tc 


V     V 


*     N     N 


ps   rs   n- 


N     N 


*^ 


i 


T# 


t 


s±* 


E£ 


-•— 


-#— 


wait      -      mg,  He  is  knocking  at  the  door,  He  is  wait     -      mg,  He  is 

Waiting,  He  is  waiting,       Knocking  at  the  door,  Waiting,  He  is  waiting, 
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The  Bolted  Door.— Concluded. 
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knocking  at  the  door,  He  is  waiting1,  He  is  knocking  at  the  door. 

He  is  kuocking  at  the  door. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Fairer  than  the  Morning. 
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1.  Thou  art  fair  -  er  than  the  morning,     0    my  Sav-iorand  my  King; 

2.  Clothed  in  light  as  with  a  gar-ment, Crowned  with  majes-ty   di-vine, 

3.  Oh,   the  greatness  of  Thy  mer  -  cy,     And  the  rich-ness  of  Thy  grace ! 

4.  When  the  sil  -  ver  chord  is  bro  -  ken,  And  this  mor-tal  life    is  o'er, 
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Of  Thy  grandeur  and  Thy  beau  -  ty,     How  my  soul  delights  to  sing. 
Lo!  the  scep-tre  of     do-min-  ion    Now  and  ev  -  er,  Lord,  is  Thine. 
Oh,  the  love  that  in  Thy  king  -  dom     Is    pre  -  par-ing  me     a   place! 
With  ten  thousand  times  ten  thou-sand,     I    shall  sing  f or-ev  -  er-more. 
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Chorus. 


Thou  art  fair  -  er  than  the  morning, Thou  art  brighter,  brighter  than  the  d; 
Thou  art  fairer  than  the  morning, 
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At  the  glo    -      -    ry  of  Thy  presence,  Clouds  and  darkness  fly  away. 
At  the  glo -ry    of  Thy  pres  -  ence, 
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Are  You  Drifting? 


Mary.  D.  James. 
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1.  Are  you  drifting  down  life's  current,    Drift-ing  on    a  dang'rous  tide? 

2.  Down  the  stream  of  worldly  pleas-ure    Drift-ing,  drifting  ev  -  er  -  more 

3.  Heed,  oh,  heed  the  kind  mon-i  -  tion!  Give  your  aimless  wand 'rings  o'er; 
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Near  the  rap-ids' fear-ful    per  -  il       All      unconscious  do  ye  glide? 
T 'ward  the  great  unfathomed  o  -  cean,  Bound  for  yon  e-ter-nal  shore? 
Cease  to  seek  on  earth  your  pleasure,  Head  your  bark  for  heav'n's  bright  shore 
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Down  the  stream  of  sin  and  fol  -  ly, —  Heed  -  ing  not  the  dan-ger  near, 
Drift-ing,  drifting, -go-ing,-wliith-er?    Aim  -  less, purposeless  ;-how  vain ! 
Take    on  board  the  skillful  pi   -    lot,     Use      the  oars  of  faith  and  prayer; 
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Drift-ing  on    in  self-com-pla  -  cence,  Feel  -  ing  no  re-morse  or  fear? 

To    the  dark  and  dread  for-ev  -  er!  What,  oh, what  have  ye    to  gain? 

Then  you'll  make  the  port  of  glo  -  ry,  God  will  guide  you  safely  there. 
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Hark  the  voice        of  yonder  pi-lot ;  Cease  your  drifting,  seize  the  oar ; 

Hark  the  voice, the  warning  voice  of  vonder  pilot;  seize  the  oar; 
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Are  YOU  Drifting?— Concluded. 
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Make  the  blest,        ce-les-tial  harbor,  Steer  your  bark  for  Canaan1 

Make  the  blest,  celestial  harbor,  make  the  harbor, 
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Still  I  will  Trust, 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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1.  Let  the  way  be  dark,  let  the  way  be  light,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je  -  sus; 

2.  Tho'  He  leads  in  ways  that  I     do  not  know,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je  -  sus; 

3.  Take  a- way  my  friends,  take  away  my  gold,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je  -  sus; 

4.  When  the  boatman  pale  comes  to  call  me  home,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je  -  sus; 


For   I    walk  by  faith  in  His  saving  might,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je 

He  will  lead  me  right,  for  He  tells  me   so,     Still  I  will  trust  in  Je 

•Let  the  world  applaud,  let  the  world  grow  cold,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je 

When  I  feel  the  chill  of  the  Jordan's  foam,  Still  I  will  trust  in  Je 
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I   will    trust, I  will 

I  will  trust, 


trust, .... 
I  will  trust, 


Still  I  will  trust  in    Je 
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Tho1  the  skies  be  bright,  or  as 
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dark  as  night, 


Still  I  will  trust  in  Je 
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144         Where  His  Voice  is  Guiding. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1 .  Hark,  'tis  the  Master !  He's  calling  you  to-day,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding; 

2.  New  fields  of  blessing  will  o-pen  to  your  view,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding; 

3.  What  tho'  temptations  may  beckon  you  aside?  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding; 
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Look  for  His  footprints  along  the  heav'nward  way,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding. 

Seeking  His  Spirit,  your  daily  strength  renew,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding. 

Un  -  der  His  ban-ner  in  loy  -  al  -  ty  a-bide,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding. 
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He who  lives  for-ev  -  er  -  more,    Trod  this  earth-ly  path  be  -  fore, 

Press   -    ing  onward,  glad  and  free,    Sweet  -    er  will  His  serv-ice  be, 

Though  the  way  seem  hard  and  long,  Faith  will  sing  her  cheer-y  song: 
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Knows       its  dangers,  knows  its  grief,  He  will  send  your  soul  re  -  lief. 
Rich     -     er  His    re-wards  of    love,  Foretastes  of  the  feast  a    bove. 
Soon       we'll  lay  the  bur-dens  down,  Then  the  palm,  the  harp,  the  crown. 
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Follow,  fol-low  where  His  voice  is  guiding,  Follow,  fol-low  where  His  voice  is 
Fol    -    low  where  His  voice      is  guiding.     Fol    -    low  where  His  voice      is 
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Where  His  Voice  is  Guiding,— Concluded. 

lit         ^    .        .,ii,  is    is 


guiding,  Follow  where  His  voice  is  guiding,  Follow,  follow,     fol-low     on. 

Fol-low  where  His 
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145  He  Rolled  the  Sea  Away. 

Rev.  H.  J.  Zelley.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  When  Is  -  rael  out    of  bondage  came,   A      sea     be-fore  them  lay; 

2.  Be  -  fore  me  was    a     sea    of    sin,     So     great     I  feared  to  pray; 

3.  When  sorrows  dark,  like  stormy  waves,  Were  dash-ing  o'er  my  way; 

4.  And  when  I  reach  the  sea   of  death,  For    need-  eel  grace  I'll  pray; 
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The  Lord  reached  down  His  mi 

My  heart's  de-sire    the  Sav  - 

A  -  gain  the  Lord  in   mer  - 

I     know  the  Lord  will  quick 
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ghty  hand,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 

ior     read,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 

cy    came,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 

-  ly    come,  And  roll     the  sea  a  -  way. 
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Then  for-ward  still,  'tis  Je-ho-vah's  will,  Tho'  the  billows  dash  and  spray; 
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With  a  conquering  tread  we  will  push  a- head,  He'll  roll  the  sea 


a  -  way. 
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K.  E.  C. 


The  Gospel  Ship, 


Katherine  E.  Chapman. 


1 .  From  the  harbor  the  Gospel  Ship  sails  forth.  Away  o'er  untried  seas;     With 

2.  All  aboard,  soul-saving  crew,  all  aboard!  Life-wrecks  bestrew  the  sea,  Hark! 

3.  All  aboard,  wrecked  mariners,  all  aboard!  Tempt  not  the  ocean  dark,  Nor 

4.  The    darkness  lowers,  the  billows  surge,  The  good  ship  yet  sails  fast,  For 

5.  The  hea-v'nly  shore  gleams  bright  beyond,  Its  sands  are  glistening  gold,  And 
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sails  all  set  for  the  heav'nly  shore  She  hails  the  favoring  breeze.  The  Gospel 
o'er  the  waves,  de-spair-ing  cries  Are  now  im-plor-ing  thee;    Then  bold-ly 
Ion  -  ger  seek  a  -  lone  to  guide  Your  own  frail  shattered  bark.  The  Gospel 
like  a  light-house  towers  the  cross,  Heaven-lit  amid  the  blast;  While  shines  the 
healing  groves  of  beck'ning  palms  The  sailors'  eyes  be  -  hold.     Oh,   glo  -  ry, 
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W 

Ship  sails  not  a-lone,  He,  who  on  Gal  -  i   -  lee  Walked  o'er  the  storm-tossed 
man  the  life-boat  blest,  Shrink  not  from  toil  or  pain,  While  sinking  souls  may 
Ship  is  true  and  staunch,  And  brave  the  gospel  crew,    Our  Pi  -  lot,  Je  -  sus 
cross  in  view,  no  storms  The  good  ship's  crew  shall  fear,  Our  Pilot's  voice  calls 
glo-ry !  from  its  sky  Still  shines  the  cross  in  sight,      And  o'er  our  heavn'ly 
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surge,  doth  now  Before  us  tread  the  sea. 
yet  be  saved  From  sin's  engulfing  main. 
Christ, commands, And  safely  leads  us  thro', 
o'er  the  wave,  "Be  not  afraid,  good  cheer!" 
haven  bursts  The  throne's  refulgent  light!  ■ 
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Sail  a- way, ...  sail  a  -  way 

Sail  a-way,  sail 
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a-way ! 
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The  Gospel  Ship.— Concluded. 


Master  goes  before, Thro'  tempest's  blast  and  surging  wave,  Sail  on  to  the  heav'nly  shore, 
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Till  We  Meet  Again 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATKICK. 


1.  Savior,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-gain,  Let  Thy  blessing  with  us  still  remain; 

2.  Many  dangers  will  around  us  throng,  Faith,  triumphant,  sings  her  victor  song; 

3.  On  -  ly  parting  for  a    lit-  tie  while,  Let  us  linger  in  the  Master's  smile: 
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Hold  us  ev-er  by  Thy  mighty  hand;  Guide  our  footsteps  to  the  Better  Land. 
Taking  Je-sus  as  our  Guard  and  Guide,  Joy  and  safety  at  His  wounded  side. 
Singing, praying, thro'  life's  sun  and  rain,Savior,  keep  us  till  we  meet  again. 


m 


Till  we  meet  a-gain,till  we  meet  a-gain;  Savior,  keep  us 
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till  we  meet  again 
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Till  we  meet  again,         till  we  meet  again, " 
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Ad  lib. 
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Till  we  meet  again,  till  we  meet  again,  Grace  and  peace  be 


with  us  all.  Amen. 
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Till  we  meet  again,  till  we  meet  again, 
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Step  Out  on  the  Promise. 


Maggie  Potter.    Arr.  by  E.  F.  M. 


E.  F.  Miller. 
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1.  0  mourn-er     in    Zi  -  on,  how  bless-ed    art  thou,    For  Je  -  sus     is 

2.  0     ye  that  are  hun-gry  and  thirst-y^    re-joice!  For  ye  shall  be 

3.  Who  sighs  for    a  heart  from  in  -  i  -  qui  -  ty  free?    0   poor,  troubled 

4.  Step  out    on  the  prom-ise,  and  Christ  you  shall  win,  "The  blood  of  His 
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wait  -  ing   to  com  -  fort  thee  now;  Fear  not      to     re  -  ly 
filled;    do  you  hear  that  sweet  voice  In  -  vit  -  ing  you  now 
soul!  there's  a  prom-ise    for  thee,  There's  rest,  wea-ry  one, 
Son    cleanseth    us    from  all     sin,1'  It    cleans-eth  me  now, 
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blood, 
blood, 
blood, 
blood. 
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From  "The  Shout  of  Victory,"  by  per. 
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Deeper  Yet. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkfatrick. 
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In    the  blood  from  the  cross  I  have  been  washed  from  sin;  But  to  be 
Day  by    day,  hour  by  hour  Blessings  are  sent  to     me;      But  for  more 
Near  to  Christ  I  would  live,  Fol-Iow-ing  Him  each  day;  What  I  ask 
Now    I  have  peace,  sweet  peace,  While  in  this  world  of  sin;  But  to  pray 
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Deeper  Yet. — Concluded. 
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free  from  dross, Still  I  would  en  -  ter     in 


of     Hispow'rEv-er    my  pray'r  shall  be.      Dee  et  ^eep-er  yet, 

He  will  give,  So  then  with  faith  1      pray,  j        r      J    '       ^       J    ' 
I'll    not  cease  Till    I      am  pure  with- in.    -1 
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In-to  the  crimson  flood;  Deeper  yet, deeper  yet,  Under  the  precious  blood. 
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150    Old  Jordan's  Waves  I  Do  Not  Fear. 

C.  J.  B.  Chas.  J.  Butler. 
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1 .  Some  day,  I  know  not  when  'twill  be,  The  an  -  gel  death  will  come  to  me; 

2.  My    sins  He  long  a-  go    for-gave,  And  still      I  feel  His  pow'r  to  save ; 

3.  O'er  me  has  sorrow's  storm  oft  swept,  Safe  from  the  danger  me  He's  kept; 

4.  My  loved  ones  they  have  crossed  the  tide,  But  safely  crossed  with  Christ  their  Guide; 

5.  So  when  at  death's  cold  brink  I  stand,  My  hand  clasped  in  my  Savior's  hand; 
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But  this  I  know,  if  Christ  be  near,  Old  Jordan's  waves 
And  if  I  keep  the  witness  clear,  Old  Jordan's  waves 
If  still  I  trust  this  Friend  so  dear,  Old  Jordan's  waves 
They  sweetly  whispered  in  my  ear,  Old  Jordan's  waves 
I,  too,  shall  shout  in  tones  so  clear,  Old  Jordan's  waves 


I  will  not  fear. 
I  will  not  fear. 
I  will  not  fear. 
T  do  not  fear. 
I   do  not  fear. 
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He  Came  to  Save  Me. 


H.  E.  Blair. 
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WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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When  Jesus  laid  His  crown  aside,  He  came  to  save  me; 

When  on  the  cross  He  bled  and  died,  [Omit.    .     .     .    ]  He  came  to  save  me. 

In  my  poor  heart  He  deigns  to  dwell,  He  came  to  save  me; 

Oh,  praise  His  name,  I  know  it  well,    [Omit.    .     .     .    ]  He  came  to  save  me. 
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I'm  so  glad,  I'm  so  glad,  I'm  so  glad  that  Jesus  came,  And  grace  is  free, 

He  [Omit.!     came  to  save  me. 
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3  With  gentle  hand  He  leads  me  still, 
He  came  to  save  me; 
And  trusting  Him  I  fear  no  ill, 
He  came  to  save  me. 


4  To  Him  my  faith  with  rapture  clings, 
He  came  to  save  me; 
To  Him  my  heart  looks  up  and  sings, 
He  came  to  save  me. 
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'Tis  My  Home. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Francis  Burgette  Short. 
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There  is  a  place  where  I  would  be,  'Tis 
Where  pure,  un-min-gled  joy  I  see,  'Tis 
There  is  a  place  where  mem'ry  clings, 'Tis 
Where  gentle  peace  de  -  light-ed  sings,  'Tis 
There  is  a  place  that  most  I  love,  Tis 
It  links  my  soul  with  heav'n  a  -  bove,  'Tis 
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my  home,  'tis  my 
my  home,  'tis  my 
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There  kindred  hearts  with  tender  care  My  ev-'ry  thought  and  feeling  share; 
Oh,  there  I  find  a  calm  re-pose  That  stays  the  ties  of  hu-man  woes, 
There  kind-ly  words,  like  music  sweet,  And  cheerful  smiles  my  coming  greet; 
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'Tis  My  Home.-— Concluded. 
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If  earth  can  boast  an    E  -  den  fair,    'Tis    my  home,  'tis  my  home. 

And    o-  ver    all        a   beau -ty  throws, 'Tis    my  home,  'tis  my  home. 

0    hallowed  spot!    0  blest  re -treat!  'Tis    my  home,  'tis  my  home. 
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153        Close  to  Thy  Cross,  O  Christ. 


Rev.  Josephus  Anderson,  D.  D. 


Wh.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Close,  close  to  Thy  cross,  0  Christ!  My  guilt -y  soul  would  fly;      Thy 

2.  Close,  close  to  Thy  cross,  0  Christ!  My  burdened  soul  would  go;  There's 

3.  Close,  close  to  Thy  cross,  0  Christ!  My  tempted  soul  would  stand;  No 

4.  Close,  close  to  Thy  cross,  0  Christ!  My  wea-ry  soul  would  rest;    No 
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flow-  ing  blood  can  wash  me  white  From  sins     of  crim-son     dye! 
sweet  re  -  lief      in    Thy  warm  love  For     ev  -  'ry  grief  I       know! 
foe     can  harm,  no  work  o'er-task, While  un  -  der  Thy  kind  hand! 
wrath,  no  fear,    no  shad-ows  there  Dis  -  turb  my  qui  -  et     breast! 
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Elta  M.  Lewis. 


Whatever  it  Be* 

•'Thy  will  be  done." 


WM.   J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  I    take  my    por-tion  from  Thy  hand,  And  do  not  seek    to    un-der-stand; 

2.  When  darkness  doth  Thy  face  ob-scure,  And  man-y  sor  -  rows   I    en  -  dure, 

3.  When  tender  joys     to    me  are  known,  I  ren-der  thanks  to  Thee  a  -  lone ; 

4.  Thus  calm-ly    do      I    face  my  lot,      Ae-cept  it,  Lord,  and  doubt  Thee  not; 


CHO.-Whate'er  it    be!  what-e'er  it    be!       I    do    not  fear 


what-e'er  it     be; 
D.  C.  Chorus. 


For  I  am  blind,  while  Thou  dost  see,  Thy  will  is  mine, 
I  think  of  Christ's  Geth-sem-a  -  no;  Thy  will  is  mine, 
I  know  my  cup  is  filled  by  Thee;  Thy  will  is  mine, 
Lo!  all  things  work  for  good  to    me;   Thy  will  is  mine, 


what-e'er  it  be. 

what-e'er  it  be. 

what-e'er  it  be. 

what-e'er  it  be. 
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Thy  love  di  -  vine  sus  -  tain-  eth  me,   Thy  will  is  mine,  what-e'er  it    be. 
Copyright,  1893,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


155 


Ob,  to  Abide  in  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Oh,  to  a-  bide  in  Je-  sus,    Oh,  to  be  His  a  -  lone;  Close  to  the  fount  of 

2.  Oh,  to  a  -  bide  in  Je  -  sus,  Nev-er  to  faint  nor  fall;  Clinging  to  Him  who 

3.  Oh,  to  be  more  like  Je  -  sus,  Earnest  whene'er  I  pray;     In  -  to  His  perfect 


m 


bless- ing,  Close  to  my  Savior's  throne. Oh,  for  an  earnest  longing,  In  -  to  His 
loves  me,  Trusting  my  all  in  all.  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  Him, Oh,  for  a 

like  -  ness  Growing  from  day  to  day.     Oh,  for  a  faith  to  bear  me,  Ev-er  with 
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Oh,  to  Abide  in  Jesus.— Concluded. 
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life    to    grow;     Oh,  for  a  deep-er  yearning,  More  of  its  joy  to  know, 
tongue  to  sing       Glo-ry  to  Him  who  saves  me,  Je-sus,  my  Lord  and  King, 
tireless  wing,  Home  where  the  blest  are  waiting,  Home  where  the  angels  sing. 
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I  Surrender  All. 


J.  W.  Van  De  Venter. 
Duet. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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All      to    Je  -  sus  I 

I      will  ev  -  er  love 

All     to    Je  -  sus  I 
Worldly  pleas-ures  all 

f  All     to    Je  -  sus  I 

\  Let    me  feel   the  Ho 

h  J      J  1 


sur-ren-der,     All      to  Him    I    free  -  ly 
and  trust  Him,  In  His  pres-ence  dai  -  ly  live 
sur-ren-der,   Hum-  bly    at    His  feet    I    bow,  \ 
Take  me,   Je  -  sus,  take  me  now.  j 


lve;  j 


=CT=* 


for- sa- ken, 
sur-ren-der, 
ly  Spir-  it, 
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Make  me,  Sav-ior,whol-ly  Thine;  \ 
Tru  -  ly  know  that  Thou  art  mine.  J 
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Chorus. 
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sur-ren  -  der    all, 

I  sur-ren-der  all, 


sur-ren  -  der    all, 

I  sur-ren-der  all, 

-P— J— 0— 


t=£ 


f 


v-p-£- 


v-v- 


V    V 


£ 


t=f=t 


% 


f*=&=) 


t 


3=*: 


& 


\T 


r 


All 


to  Thee,  my  bless 
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Sav 
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4  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 

Lord,  I  give  myself  to  Thee; 

Fill  me  with  Thy  love  and  power 

Let  Thy  blessing  fall  on  me. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Weeden  &  Van  De  Venter.    By  per 
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5  All  to  Jesus  T  surrender. 

Now  I  feel  the  sacred  flame; 
Oh,  the  joy  of  full  salvation! 
Glory,  glory  to  His  name ! 


157  Sunlight  All  the  Way. 

Hattie  E.  Buell.  J.  M.  Black.    By  per. 

K N Ps fc K-i — N — * — * 
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1.  Oh,  the  brightness  and  the  glo  •  ry     of  love  that  came  to  me,  On  the 

2.  In  this  won-der  -  f  ul    sal  -  va  -  tion,  and  His  re-deem-ing  grace,  I  have 

3.  'Tis  the  hope  of    joys  *  e  -  ter  -  nal  when  life  on  earth  is  done,  Fills  my 
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morning  of  that  bright  and  happy  day,  When  I  found  my  blessed  Savior  whose 

peace  and  joy,  and  nothing  can  dismay;  In  the  comfort  of  His  presence,  the 

soul  with  strength  and  courage  in  the  fray;  So  I  '11  shout  a  glad  ho-san-na  for 
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pardon  made  me  free,  Now  there's  bright  and  blessed  sunlight  all  the  way. 
shin-ing  of  His  face  There  is  bright  and  blessed  sunlight  all  the  way. 
ev  -  'ry  vic-t'ry  won,  And  the     bright  and  blessed  sunlight  all  the  way. 
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Chorus. 
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There  is    sun-light,        sun-light,         beaming  bright  and  clear  In  the 
sun-light,  sun-light. 
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sweetness  of  His  serv-ice  day  by  day,  There  is  sun-light,  sun-light, 

sun-light,      sun-light. 
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Sunlight  All  the  Way.— Concluded. 
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with  my  Sav-ior  near,  There  is  bright  and  blessed  sunlight  all  the  way. 
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Home  to  Rest. 


(Can  be  used  as  a  Solo,  Duet,  or  Quartet  with  Chorus.) 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Wm.  J.  Kikkpatrick. 
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1.  Whene'er  my    work  on  earth     is   done    I'll   face  the  glowing    west, 

2.  I'll    trust    in      Je  -  sus,  come  what  may,  He'll  help  me  when  oppressed; 

3.  I  know  what  -  ev  -  er     lot        I   share,  My  Fa-ther's  will  is     best; 

4.  Someday    be  -   side  the  crys  -  tal    sea     Til  stand  a-mongthe  blest; 
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And  calm  -  ly    view  life's  set  -  ting  sun,  And  then  go  home  to  rest. 

I'll     fol  -  low    Him  till  close    of    day,   And  then  go  home  to  rest. 

So    while     I       live  my  cross   I'll  bear,  And  then  go  home  to  rest. 

For  soon    my    Lord  will  call    for    me,  Then  I'll  go  home  to  rest. 
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Chorus. 
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Home ... 

Home      to    rest, 


to      rest, . . . 
home     to 
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Home to 

rest,     Home      to  rest  in  my 
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rest. 


My  la  -  bor  done,  at  the  set    of  sun,  I'm  going  home  to 
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rest. 
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Let  Him  In. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  There's  a  stranger   at   the  door,  Let 

2.  O-pen  now  to    him  your  heart,  Let 

3.  Hear  you  now  his  lov  -  ing  voice  ?  Let 

4.  Now  ad-mit  the   heav-enly  Guest,  Let 


him  in, 
him  in, 
him  in, 
him  in, 
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Let  the  Savior  in,        let  the  Savior  in, 
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He  has  heen  there  oft  be  -  fore,  Let 

If  you  wait  he  will   de  -  part,  Let 

Now,  oh,  now  make  him  your  choice,  Let 

He  will  make  for  you  a    feast,  Let 


him  in ; 

him  in; 

him  in ; 

him  in: 

Let  the  Savior  in,  let  the  Savior  in, 
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Let  him  in    ere     he       is     gone,    Let  him  in,    the  Ho  -  ly    One, 
Let  him  in,    He      is      your  Friend,  He  your  soul  will  sure  de-fend, 
He  is   stand  -  ing    at     the    door.     Joy  to  you  he   will    re  -  store, 
He  will  speak  your  sins  for  -  given,  And  when  earth  ties  all  are  riven, 
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Je-sus  Christ,  the  Father's  Son,        Let  him  in. 

He  will  keep  you  to   the  end,         Let  him  in. 

And  his  name  you  will  a-dore,         Let  him  in. 

He  wiil  take  you  home  to  heaven,    Let  him  in. 

Let  the  Savior  in,  let  the  Savior  in. 
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Jesus  Leads. 


"And  when  he  putteth  forth  his  own  sheep,he  goeth  before  them.and  the  sheep  follow  him: 
John  R.  Clements.  for  they  know  his  voice."— John  10:  4.  Jno.  R.  Swenet. 

Andante. 
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leads, Je-sus  leads 

leads, Je-sus  leads 

leads, Je-sus  leads. 

Je-sus  leads,  Je-sus 
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1.  Like  a   shep-herd,  ten  -  der,  true,    Je-sus 

2.  All     a  -  long  life's  rug  -  ged  road    Je-sus 

3.  Thro'  the  sun  -  lit  ways  of    life      Je  sus 
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Dai  -  ly  finds  us  pastures  new,  Je-sus  leads, ...  Je  -  sus  leads; 
Till  we  reach  yon  blest  a  -  bode,  Je-sus  leads, ...  Je  -  sus  leads; 
Thro'  the  war-rings  and  the  strife    Je  sus    leads, ...     Je  -  sus  leads; 

Je-sus  leads,  Je-sus  leads, 
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If  thick  mists  are  o'er  the  way,  Or  the  flock  'mid  danger  feeds, 
All  the  way,  be- fore, He's  trod,  And  He  now  the  flock  precedes, 
When  we  reach  the  Jordan's  tide,  Where  life's  bound-'ry-line  re-cedes, 

If  thick  mists  are        o'er  the  way,        Or  the  flock  'mid  danger  feeds, 
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He  will  watch  them  lest  they  stray,  Je  -  sus 
Safe  in  -  to  the  fold  of  God  Je  -  sus 
He  will  spread  the  waves  a  -  side,    Je  ■  sus 
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leads, 
leads, 
leads, 
Je-sus 


Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 


leads, 
leads, 
leads. 


leads, 
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Standing  on  the  Promises. 

R.  Kelso  Carteb. 


3 


1 .  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es     of  Christ  my 

2.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  that  can  -  not 

3.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es      I     now    can 

4.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es     of  Christ  the 

5.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -es,     I     can  -  not 
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King,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal 
fail,  When  the  howling 
see        Per-fect,  pres-ent 

Lord,  Bound  to  Him  e  - 
fall,     List'ning  ev  -  'ry 


a  -  ges  let  His  praises    ring;  Glo-ry  in  the  highest,  I  will  shout  and  sing 
storms  of  doubt  and  fear  assail,     By  the  living  Word  of  God  I  shall  prevail, 
cleansing  in  the  blood  for  me ;  Standing  in  the  liberty  where  Christ  makes  free 
ter  -  nal-ly  by  love's  strong  cord,  Over-com-ing  dai-ly  with  the  Spirit's  sword 
moment  to  the  Spirit's  call,   Resting  in  my  Sav-ior,  as  my  all    in    all, 

•f-     "p  #«    (f   ,  f 0 fZ—^-^^-jfi—M. 


gy?_^-k3jE 


i 


9 — g  •  » — 0 — m — &- 


v-v- 


V      9     V 
Chorus. 


rr 


-N-A— A 


,N     N 


N-V 


2 


^— ^ 


^Zlt 


*=+ 


p-  ff  *•  n- 


u^^r 


-9—B-9—9- 


Standing  on  the  promises  of  God.  Stand    -     ing,  stand     -     ing, 

Standing  on  the  promises,  standing  on  the  promises, 


Standing  on  the  prom-is-es    of  God  my  Sav-ior;  Stand    -     -    ing, 

Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es, 


stand 
stand-ing 


ing,  I'm  stand-ing  on  the  prom-is-es      of    God. 

on  the  prom  -  is  -  es, 
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Just  as  I  Am. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury-. 
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am,  without  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
am,  and  wait-ing  not    To    rid  my  soul   of  one  dark  blot, 
am,  tho'  toss'd  a-bout  With  many  a  con-fiict,  many  a  doubt, 
am— poor, wretched,  blind;  Sight,  riches,  heal-ing  of  the  mind, 
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And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 

To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 

Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

Yea,    all    I    need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
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0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
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God, 
God, 
God, 
God, 


come!  I 
come!  I 


come ! 


come : 


come!  I      come! 
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5  Just  as  I  am  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 


6  Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 
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I'll  Live  for  Him. 


C.  R.  Dunbar.    By  per. 
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1.  My  life,  my  love     I    give  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me; 

2.  I     now  be-lieve  Thou  dost  receive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live; 

3.  0  Thou  who  died  on  Cal-va-ry     To  save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 


gg 


-9-   -9- 


:£ 


-9-   -0-. 


fc 


s^ 


«- — 9 — 9- 


P 


H#— 


lozfc*: 


v    i  v 


Cho. — I'll  live  for  Him  who  died-  for  me,  How  hap  -  py  then    my  life  shall  be! 

"*  D.  C.  Chorus. 
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Oh, 

And 
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may    I    ev   -   er     faith-ful  be,     My  Sav-ior  and    my     God! 

now  henceforth  I'll  trust  in  Thee,  My  Sav-ior  and    my     God! 

con-se-crate  my     life    to  Thee,  My  Sav-ior  and    my     God! 
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live  for  Him  who  died  for  me,    My    Sav-ior  and,    my    Gocl! 
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William  Hunter. 


The  Great  Physician. 


J.  H.  Stockton. 

Fine. 
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1    j  The  great  Phy-si-cian  now  is  near,  The  sym-pa-thi  -  zing  Je 
'  /  He  speaks  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer,  0  hear  the  voice  of    Je 
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Yourman-y  sins  are    all  forgiv'n,  0    hear  the  voice  of    Je 
Go    on  your  way  in  peace  to  heav'n,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je 
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B.C. — Sweet-est  car  -  ol     ev-ersung,  i     Je-sus,  bless-ed    Je  -sus. 
Chorus.  D.  G. 
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Sweet-est  note     in    ser  -  aph  song,  Sweet-est  name  on    mor  -  tal  tongue. 
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3  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
No  other  name  but  Jesus: 
Oh,  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming:  name  of  Jesus. 


4  The  children  too,  both  great  and  small, 
Who  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 
May  now  accept  the  gracious  call 
To  work  and  live  for  Jesus. 


165        Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 

M.  M.  W.  M.  M.  Wells. 

•  Fine. 
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ly  Spir  -  it,  faith-ful  Guide,  Ev  -  er    near  the  Christian' 

Gen-tly  lead    us    b}'-     the  hand,    Pilgrims  in      a     des  -  ert    land. 

Ev  -  er  pres-ent,  tru  -  est  Friend,  Ev  -  er  near  Thine  aid    to    lend;  \ 

Leave  us   not    to  doubt  and  fear,    Groping     on     in  dark-ness  drear:  J 

When  our  days  of    toil  shall  cease,  May  our  hearts  be  filled  with  peace;  \ 

Drawing  near  in  praise  and  pray 'r, Knowing  that  our  names  are  there;  J 


£ 


:t 


£z-±. 


IfSL 


i± 


^± 


3E« 


t=tt 


t=t 


P=P=L 


r 


B.C. — Whisp'ring  softly, "Wand'rer come!  Follow    me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 
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Wea  -  ry  souls  for  -  e'er    re  -  joice.  While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 

When  the  storms  are  ra-ging  sore,  Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 

Pleading  naught  but  Je  -  sus' blood,  He'll  be  with    us     in    the    flood, 
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166       Since  I  Have  Been  Redeemed. 


E.  O.  E 
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E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  I  have  a    song    I       love    to  sing,  Since  I   have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

2.  I  have  a  Christ  that  sat  -  is  -  ties,    Since  I   have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

3.  I  have  a     Wit-ness,  bright  aud  clear, Since  I   have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

4.  I  have  a    joy      I      can't    ex-press,  Since  I   have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

5.  I  have  a   home  pre  -  par'd  for  me,    Since  I  have  been  re  -  deem'd, 
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Of  my  Re  -  deem-  er,  Sav  -  ior,  King,  Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd. 
To  do  His  will  my  high  -  est  prize,  Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd. 
Dis-pell-ing  ev  -  'ry  doubt  and  fear,  Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd. 
All  thro'  His  blood  and  right-eous-ness,  Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd. 
Where    I     shall   dwell  e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly,     Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd. 
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Since  I have  been  re-deem'd,  Since  I  have  been  redeem'd, 

Since  I  have  been  redeem'd,  Since  I  have  been  redeem'd, 
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I'will  glo-ry    in   Hisname,  f?nce  J';"";, k"   ?,ave  b|en  re" 

J  '   Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd,        Since 
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deem'd, 


I  have  been  re-deem'd, 
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I    will  glo  -  ry    in    my  Sav  -  ior's      name 
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Copyrigbt,  1884,  by  E.  O.  Excell.    Used  by  permission. 
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167    'Tis  So  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Louisa  M.  R.  Stead. 


W.  J.  Kirkpatkick.    By  per. 
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1.  'Tis    so  sweet  to  trust  m    Je  -  sus,  Just  to  take  Him  at    His  word; 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  trust  in    Je  -  sus,  Just  to  trust  His  cleansing  blood ; 

3.  Yes, 'tis  sweet  to  trust  in    Je  -  sus,  Just  from  sin  and  self    to  cease; 

4.  I'm    so  glad  I  learned  to  trust  Thee,  Precious  Je  -  sus,  Sav-ior, Friend; 
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Just  to    rest  up  -  on  His  promise;  Just  to  know,  "Thus  saith  the  Lord.1' 
Just  in    sim  -  pie  faith  to  plunge  me  'Neath  the  healing,  cleansing  flood. 
Just  from  Je  -  sus  sim-ply    tak  -  ing  Life,  and  rest,  and  joy,  and  peace. 
And  I  know  that  Thou  art  with  me,  Wilt  be  with  me    to    the   end. 
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Refrain. 
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e  -  sus,  Je  -  bus,  how  I  trust  Him !  How  I've  proved  Him  o'er  and  o'er ! 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  precious  Je  -  sus!  Oh,  for  grace  to  trust  Him  more! 
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Mary  D.  James 
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It  Reaches  Me. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney.     By  per. 
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1.  Oh,  this  ut  -  ter-most  sal  -  va  -  tion!  ' 

2.  How  a  -  ma-zing  God's  com-pas-sion,  That  so  vile  a  worm  should  prove 

3.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,    I       a  •  dore  Thee!  Now  Thy  love    I  will  pro-claim; 
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It  Reaches  Me.— Concluded. 
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Pure,  ex-haust-Iess,  ey  -  er     flow-ing,  Wondrous  grace !  it  reach-es    me! 
This  stu-pen-  clous  bliss  of      heav-en,   This  un-meas-ured  wealth  of  love ! 
I     will  tell     the  bless-ed     sto  -  ry,       I     will  mag  -  ni  -  fy  Thy  name! 
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iAS.-Pure,  exhaustless,  ev  -  er     flow-ing, Wondrous  grace!  it  reach-es    me! 


Chorus. 
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Tt  reach-es    me !      it  reach-es     me !  Wondrous  grace !  it  reach-es    me ! 
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What  a  Friend. 


H.  Bonab. 


C.  C.  Converse.    By  per. 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus,  All  our  griefs  and  sins  to  bear!  What  a  privilege  to  car  -  ry 

D.  S. — All  because  we  do  not  car  -  ry 

-9-  -(S>- 


Ev'rything  to  God  in  prayer!  Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit,  Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
Ev'ry  thing  to  God  in  prayer! 
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Have  we  trials  and  temptations  ? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


Are  we  weak  and  heavy-laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge, — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 
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Over  the  Dead-Line. 


Virginia  W.  Moter. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  0  sinner,  the  Savior  is  calling  for  thee,  Long,  long  has  He  called  thee  in  vain ; 

2.  0  sinner,  thine  ears  have  been  deaf  to  His  voice,  Thine  eyes  to  His  glory  been  dim; 

3.  0  sinner,  the  Spirit  is  striving  with  thee;  What  if  He  should  strive  never  -  more, 

4.  0  sinner,  God's  patience  may  weary  some  day,  And  leave  thy  sad  soul  in  the  blast ; 
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He  called  thee  when  joy  lent  its  crown  to  thy  days,  He  called  thee  in  sorrow  and  pain. 

The  calls  of  thy  Savior  have  so  wearied  thee,  Oh,  what  if  they  should  weary  Him  ? 

But  leave  thee  alone,  in  thy  darkness  to  dwell,  In  sight  of  the  heavenly  shore  ? 

Over  the  dead-line  at  last. 


By  will  -  ful  resistance  you've  drifted  away 
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O-turn,  while  the  S 
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rior  in  mer  -  cy  is  waiting,  And  steer  for  the  harbor  light; 


For  how  do  you  know  but  your  soul  may  be  drifting  Over  the  dead-line  to 
.*.  _*_.  j*_  jl   p..  +.   m   +..+.  h| 


m 


i^ztezz^i^fc^: 


i-      I      !»-*=* 


*£ 


-*— V- 


trntt=$=t 


-9 — 9- 


±$=tt 


y—y—v- 


*  y       y    y 

Copyright,  1895,  by  H.  L.  Gilmour. 

171     The  Savior  is  Calling  for  Thee. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  J.  P.    Arr.  by  W. 
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call-ing  for 
call-ing  for 
call-ing  for 
call-ing  for 
5.  Then  turn  this  moment,  look  and  live!  The  Sav-ior  is   call-ing  for 
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With  outstretched  hands  and  plead  -  ing  tone,  The  Sav  -  ior 
From  sin's  de-file-ment,  sin's  con-trol,   The  Sav  -  ior 
By  countless  mercies,  day     by  day,   The  Sav-ior  is 
He  bids  thee  to     a    feast    of  love,  The  Sav-ior  is 


thee 
thee 
thee 
thee 
thee 
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The  Savior  is  Calling  for  Thee— Concluded. 
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From  Calv'ry's  cross,  from  yonder  throne, The  Savior  is 
0  yield  to  Him  thy  blood-bought  soul,  The  Savior  is 
By  tri  -  als  sent  a  -  long  the  way,  The  Savior  is 
To  shin-ing  mansions  built  a-bove,  Thy  Savior  is 
Full,  ev  -  er-last-ing  life  He'll  give,  The    Savior  is 


call-ing  for 

call-ing  for 

call-ing  for 

call-ing  for 

call-ing  for 
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thee, 
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Chorus. 
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D.  S. — The  Sav  -  ior  is  call-ing  for 
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thee. 
D.  S. 
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Call  -   ing,  call  -  ing,  The  Savior  is  calling  for  thee;  Call  -  ing,  call 
Calling  for  thee,  calling  for  thee;  Calling  for  thee,  callin 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Save  Thou  Me. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Only  a  broken  heart,  Savior,  I  bring,  While  to  Thy  blessed  cross  helpless  I 

2.  Only  a  broken  heart,  I  have  no  more;  Lord,  may  I  enter  in?  Thou  art  the 

3.  Only  a  broken  heart,  -yet  I  be-lieve;  Only  a  broken  heart  Thou  wilt  re- 

4.  Lord,  to  Thy  promise  now  faith  lifts  mine  eyes;  Thou  my  poor  broken  heart  wilt  not  de- 
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cling;  There  in  Thy  name  I  wait,  pleading  with  Thee;  0  my  Redeemer, save 
door;  Where  can  I  go  for  rest, where  but  to  Thee;  0  my  Redeemer, save 
ceive;  Thou  in  Thy  word  dost  call  lost  ones  to  Thee;  0  my  Redeemer,  save 
spise;  Take  then  the  gift  I  bring  on  bended  knee;  0  my  Redeemer, save 


Thou  me. 
Thou  me. 
Thou  me. 
Thou  me. 
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Sweetly  Resting. 


Mart  D.  James. 


W.  Warren  Bentley.    By  per. 
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In.  the  rift  -  ed  Rock  I'm  resting,  Safe-ly  sheltered,  I  a -bide; 
Long  pur-sued  by  sin  and  Sa  -  tan,  Wea-ry,  sad,  I  longed  for  rest; 
Peace,  which  passeth  un-der-stand-ing,  Joy,  the  world  can  nev-er  give, 

In  the  rift  -  ed  Rock  I'll  hide  me,    Till  the  storms  of  life  are  past; 
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cleft  I    hide. 

Savior's  breast. 

love    I    live. 

fiercest  blast. 
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There  no  foes  nor  storms  mo-lest  me,  While  with-in  the 
Then  I  found  this  heav'nly  shel-ter,  O-pened  in  my 
Now  in  Je  -  sus  I  am  find-ing;  In  His  smiles  of 
All     se-cure  in  this  blest  ref-uge,  Heed-ing  not    the 
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Chorus. 
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Now  I'm  rest-ing,  sweet-ly  rest-ing,  In  the  clef t  once  made  for  me : 
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Je-sus,  bless  -  ed  Rock  of    A  -  ges,    I  will  hide  my  -  self  in  Thee. 
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174  We'll  Never  Say  Good-by. 

Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman.  J  H.  Tennet. 
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Our  friends  on  earth  we  meet  with  pleasure,  While  swiftlhe  moments  fly, 
How  joy-ful  is  the  thought  that  lingers,  When  loved  ones  cross  death's  sea, 
No    part-ing  words  shall  e'er  be  spo-ken    In  that  bright  land  of  flow'rs, 
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Copyright,  1889,  bv  John  J.  Hood. 
168 


Well  Never  Say  Good-by.— Concluded. 
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Yet    ev  -   er  conies  the  thought  of  sad-ness  That  we  must  say  good-by 
That  when  our  la  -  bors  here    *  are  end  -  eel,  With  them  we'll  ev-er  be. 
But  songs    of    joy,  and  peace,  and  glad-ness,  Shall  ev-er-more  be  ours. 
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Chorus. 
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We'll  nev  -  er 


ay    good-by 
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in  heav'n,  We'll  never  say  good-by, (good-by,) 
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Repeat  Chorus  pp. 


A— ?- 


-I — L 


a 


For    in      that  land    of    joy    and  song  We'll  nev-er    say   good-by 
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175     There's  a  Wideness  In  God's  Mercy. 

F.  W.  Fabeji  Lizzie  S.  Toukgee. 
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1.  There's  a  wide-ness    in  God's  mer-cy,  Like  the  wide-ness      of    the  sea: 

2.  There  is      wel-come  for  the    sin-ner,  And  more  gra-ces       for    the  good; 

3.  For       the  love  of      God  is  broad-er  Than  the  meas-ure       of  man's  mind; 

4.  If  our  love  were  but  more  sim-ple,We  should  take  Him  at    His  word; 
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There's  a    kind-ness    in    His   jus-tice  Which  is  more  than  lib 

There  is      mer-cy    with  the    Sav-ior,  There  is    heal  -  ing   in 

And  the  heart  of      the    E   -  ter-nal      Is  most  won  -  der  -  ful 

And   our  lives  would  be  all    sun-shine  In  the   sweet-ness  of 
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Lord. 
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Thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord,  Alone. 

WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


Henrietta  E.  Blair 


i=3 


W& 


&8=* 


-m- 


l±i= 


m 


^3=53 


1.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Lord,  a-lone    Can  turn  our  hearts  from  sin;    His 

2.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Lord,  a-lone    Can  deep  -  er  love      in  -  spire;  His 

3.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Lord,  can  bring- The  gifts  we  seek     in  prayer;  His 

4.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Lord,  can  give  The  grace  we  need  this    hour;  And 
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power     a  -  lone    can  sane  -  ti  -  fy     And  keep    us  pure  with  -  in. 
power     a  -  lone  with  -  in      our  souls  Can  light    the    sa  -  cred    fire, 
voice    can  words  of  com  -  fort  speak, And  still  each  wave    of       care, 
while    we  wait,    0  Spir  -  it,  come    In    sane  -  ti  -  f y  -  ing     power. 
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Spir  -  it     of  Faith  and  Love,  Come  in  our  midst,  we     pray,  And 
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pu   •  ri  -  fy    each  wait -ing  heart;  Baptize  us  with  power  to  -day. 
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J.  O.  Thompson. 
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The  Call  for  Reapers. 
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1.  Far  and  near  the  fields  are  teem-ing  With  the  waves  of  ripened  grain; 

2.  Send  them  forth  with  morn's  first  beaming;  Send  them  in  the  noontide's  glare; 

3.  0  thou,  whom  thy  Lord  is  sending,  Gath-er  now  the  sheaves  of  gold; 
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The  Call  for  Reapers.— Concluded. 
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Far  and  near  their  gold  is  gleaming, 
When  the  sun's  last  rays  are  gleaming, 
Heav'nward  then  at  evening  wending, 
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the  sun  -  ny  slope  and  plain. 
them  gath-er  ev-  'ry-where. 
shalt  come  with  joy  un-told. 
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-Send  them  now  the  sheaves  to  gath-er, 
Chorus. 


Ere  the  har- vest  time  pass  by. 


Lord  of  harvest,  send  forth  reapers !  Hear  us^Lord,  to  Thee  we  cry: 
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E.  H.  Stokes.    D.  D. 


Fill  Me  Now. 
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1.  Hov-er   o'er  me,  Ho-  ly    Spir-it;  Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow; 

2.  Thou  canst  fill  me,  gracious   Spir-it,  Though  I    can -not    tell  Thee  how; 

3.  I    am  weakness,  full    of  weakness;   At    Thy  sa  -  cred  feet     I    bow; 

4.  Cleanse  and  comfort, bless  and  save  me;  Bathe, oh, bathe  my  heart  and  brow; 
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Fill  me  with  Thy  hallowed  presence,  Come,  0  come  and 

But    I  need  Thee,  great-ly  need  Thee;  Come,  0  come  and 

Blest,  di-vine,   e  -  ter-nal  Spir  -  it,  Fill  with  pow'r,  and 

Thou  art  com-f  ort  -  ing  and  sav  -  ing,  Thou  art  sweet  -  ly 
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D.S. — Fill  me  with  Thy  hallowed  presence;  Come,  0  come  and  fill 
Chorus.        ■ 
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Fill     me  now,      fill     me    now,     Je  -  sus,  come  and    fill 
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179        Don't  You  Know  He  Cares? 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  HOWAW)  Entwisle. 
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When  }Tour  spirit  bows  in   sor  -  row  From  the  load  it 
Have  your  feet  become  en-tan  -  gled     In  the  tempter's 
Have  you  been  by  grief  o'er-tak  -  en,   Stricken  un  -  a  - 
Is  your  body  filled  with  anguish,  With  the  pain  it 
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tell  your  heart  to  Je-sus, — Don't  you  know  He  cares  ? 
One  who  died  to  save  you, — Don't  you  know  He  cares 
will  not  be  for-sak  -  en, — Don't  you  know  He  cares 
how  the  Savior  suffered, — Don't  you  know  He  cares  ? 
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Yes,  there  is  One  who 
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D.  S. — Don't  you  know  He  cares  ? 
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5  Loss  of  friends  and  loss  of  fortune- 
Life  a  dark  look  wears ; 
Yet  the  Savior  still  is  with  you, 
Don't  you  know  He  cares? 

Copyright,  15 


So  amid  life's  cares  and  struggles, 
Blending  songs  with  prayers — 

Always  put  your  trust  in  Jesus, 
Don't  you  know  He  cares? 
by  John  J.  Hood. 


180       Mine  Eyes  Shall  Behold  Him. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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I    know  not  the  hour  of  His  coming,  Nor  how  He  will  speak  to  my  heart; 
I    know  not  the  bliss  that  awaits  me,  At    rest  with  my  Savior  a-bove; 
Per-haps   in  the  midst  of  my  la-bor,    A  voice  from  the  Lord  I  shall  hear; 
I     know  not,  but  oh,  I  am  watching,  My  lamp  ever  burning  and  bright; 
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Mine  Eyes  Shall  Behold  Him.— Concluded. 


Or 
I 
Per 
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wheth  -  er  at  morning  or  mid-clay,  My  spir  -  it  to  Him  will  depart, 
know  not  how  soon  1  shall  enter,  And  bathe  in  the  o  -  cean  of  love, 
haps  in  the  slumber  of  midnight,  Its  mes-sage  may  fall  on  my  ear. 
know  not  if  Je-sus  will  call  me  At    morning,  at  noon,  or  at  night. 


But  I    know  I  shall  wake  in  the  likeness  Of  Him      I  am  longing  to  see; 
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I  know  that  mine  eyes  shall  behold  Him,  And  that         is  enough  for  me. 

I  know  is  enough 
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Heaven- Whispers. 
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1  There's  not  a  bright  and  beaming 

Which  in  the  world  I  see,      [smile 
But  turns  my  heart  to  future  joy, 

And  whispers  "heavcm"  to  me. 
Tho1  often  here  my  soul  is  sad, 

And  falls  the  silent  tear, 
There  is  a  world  where  all  are  glad, 

And  sorrow  dwells  not  there, 
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I  never  grasp  a  friendly  hand 

In  greeting  or  farewell, 
But  thoughts  of  an  eternal  home 

Within  my  bosom  swell. 
A  prayer  to  meet  in  heaven  at  last, 

Where  all  the  ransomed  come, 
And  where  eternal  ages  still 

Shall  find  us  all  at  home. 


183  When  the  Roll  is  Called  up  Yonder. 


B.  M.  J. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  When  the  trum  -  pet    of     the  Lord  shall  sound,  and  time  shall  be  no 

2.  On    that  bright  and  cloud-less  niora-ing  when   the  dead  in  Christ  shall 

3.  Let     us       la  -   bor  for     the  Mas  -  ier  from   the  dawn  till  set-ting 


more,  And  the  morning  breaks,  e  -  ter-nal,  bright  and  fair;  When  the 
rise,  And  the  glo  -  ry  of  His  res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  share;  When  His 
sun.     Let  us    tell   of    all      His  wondrous  love  and  care;  Then  when 
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chos  -  en  ones  shall  gath-er     to  their  home  bf>  -  yond  the  skies,  And  the 

all      of    life    is     o  -  ver,  and  our  work   on  earth  is  done,  And  the 
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roll    is  called  up  yon-der,  I'll  be  there.  When  the  roll is 

roll    is  called  up  yon-der,  I'll  be  there.  When  the  roll  fe 

roll    is  called  up  yon-der,  we'll  be  there. 
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J.  M.  Black,  owner. 


When  the  Eoll  is  Called. 
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yon-der,   I'll    be  there,  When   the  roll     is    called  up 
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yon  -  der,  When  the  roll     is   called  np   yon  -  der,  I'll    be  there. 
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I  Shall  be  Satisfied. 


liONAU. 

Moderate 


Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 


1.  Wh.en  I  shall  wake  in  that  fair  morn  of  morns  Af  -  ter  whose  dawning  nev-er 

2.  When  I  shall  see  Thy  glo  -  ry  face  to  face,  When  in  Thine  arms  Thou  wilt  Thy 

3.  When  I  shall  meet  with  those  that  I  have  lov'd,  Clasp  in  my    eag  -  er  arms  the 

4.  When  I  shall  gaze  up  -  on  the  face  of  Him  Who  for  me  died, with  eve  no 
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night  returns,  And  with  whose  glory  day  eternal  burns,  I  shall  be  sat  -  is  -  tied, 
child  embrace,  When  Thou  shalt  open  all  Thy  stores  of  grace,  I  shall  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 
long  removed,  And  find  how  faithful  Thou  to  me  hast  proved,  I  shall  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 
long-er  dim,  And  praise  Him  with  the  ev-er-last-ing  hymn,  I  shall  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 
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Chorus. 
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I  shall  be  sat-is -fied,  I  shall  be  satisfied,  I  shall  be  satisfied,  By  and  by. 


By  permission. 
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Moment  toy  Moment. 


E.    E.  Hewitt. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Moment  by  moment,  as  the  sands  fall,  Moment  by  moment,  life  comes  to  all; 

2.  Moment  by  moment,  led  by  Thy  hand,  Truly  obeying  each  wise  command, 

3.  Moment  by  moment,  hid  in  Thy  tow'r,  Filled  with  Thy  Spirit,  saved  by  Thy  pow'r, 

4.  Moment  by  moment,  growing  in  grace,  Growing  in  knowledge,  till  face  to  face, 
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So  let  Thy  life  flow,  Lord,  into  mine, Cleansing, transforming,  keeping  me  Thine; 
Seeking  Thy  precepts,  learning  Thy  will,  By  Thine  indwelling,  pleasing  Thee  still ; 
Sharing  the  pleasure,  bearing  the  pain,  Using  the  "talent,"  finding  the  gain; 
In  Thy  blest  likeness,  faultless  and  fair,  Praising  the  mercy  bringing  me  there. 
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Bit. 


Moment  by  moment,  show  me  the  way;  Guide  and  up-hold  me;  keep  me  this  day. 
Moment  by  moment,  till  life  shall  cease,  Teach  me  Thy  truth,  Lord,  grant  me  Thy  peace. 
Do-ing  the  du-ty,  tak-ing  the  rest,  Thou  wilt  di-rect  me,  Thou  knowest  best. 
Joy  o-ver-flow-ing  then  shall  be  mine,  Glo-ry  and  blessing  evermore  Thine. 
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185  From  Every  Stormy  Wind  that  Blows, 

H.  Stowell.  Arr.  by  G.  W.  Warren. 
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f  From  ev'ry  stormy  wind  that  blows,  From  evVy      swelling  tide  of   woes, 
'  \  There  is  a  calm,  a    sure  retreat;  'Tis  found  be-neath  the  mer-cy  -  seat. 

f  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend.  Where  friend  holds  fel-low-ship  with  friend ; 
'  \  Tho'  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet  A-round  one  common  mer-cy  -  seat. 
rap  Dolce. ^.  ^   .^  to     ,,^  | 


From  Every  Stormy  Wind,  etc.— Concluded. 

Solo  (or  all  Soprano.)  Cres.  Dim.  e  Bit. 
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There  is    a  place  where  Je-sus  sheds  The  oil     of    glad-ness  on    our  heads; 
There. therein  ea-gle  wings  we  soar ,_  And  sin  and  sense  inodest    no  more; 
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than  all  besides  more  sweet :  It  is  the  blood-bought  mer-cy 
And  heav'n  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet,  While  glory  crowns  the  mer-cy 
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186   Resting  on  the  Everlasting  Arms. 

W.L.  D.  W.  L.  Davison. 
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Oh,  my  heart  is  filled  with  rapture  Since  I've  learned  to  love  my  Lord; 
Would  you  know  this  heav'nly  comfort, Tossed  amid  the  cares  of  life? 
Come,  0  sin-ner,   to  this  ref-uge,    Rest  and  safe  -  ty  thou  shalt  find; 
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I  have  found, thro'  faith  in  Je-sus,    Rest  this  world  can-not     af  -  ford. 
Would  you  know  this  precious  Savior,    He  who  keeps  me  thro'  the  strife- 
Trust  Him,  love  Him,  and  o-bey  Him  With  thy  whole  heart,  strength  and  mind. 
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D.S. — Naught  can  harm  me  nor  molest  me,  Rest-ing  in    His    love  com-plete. 
Chorus.  ,  n    Q 
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Rest-ing  on  the  ev  -  er-last-ing     arms,     Rest     so  sure  and   sweet; 
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Nothing  but  Leaves. 


Mrs.  W.  S.  ACKERMAN. 

-£— rs — f\— i- 


S.  J.  Vail.    By  per. 
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1.  Nothing  but  leaves,  the  spir-it  grieves  O'er  years  of  wast-ed    life;  O'er 

2.  Nothing  but  leaves,  no  gathered  sheaves  Of  life's  fair  rip'ning  grain;  We 

3.  Nothing  but  leaves,  sad  mem'ry  weaves  No  veil  to  hide  the    past;  And 

4.  Ah!  who  shall  thus  the  Master    meet,  Bear-ing  but  withered  leaves?  Ah! 
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sins  indulged  while  conscience  slept,  O'er  vows  and  prom-i  -  ses  un-kept,  And 
sow  our  seeds,  lo!  tares  and  weeds,  Words,  idle  words  for  earnest  deeds,  We 
as     we  trace  our  wea  -  ry  way,  Counting  each  lost  and  misspent  day  Sad- 
who  shall  at  the    Sav-iors  feet,     Be-fore  the  aw-ful  judgment-seat  Lay 
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reap  from  years  of 
reap  with  toil  and 
ly    we  find  at 
down,  for  gold-en 
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strife —  Nothing  but  leaves, 

pain, —  Nothing  but  leaves, 

last —  Nothing  but  leaves, 

sheaves  Nothing  but  leaves, 
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Nothing  but  leaves. 
Nothing  but  leaves. 
Nothing  but  leaves. 
Nothing  but  leaves. 
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The  Rock  that  is  Higher. 


E.  Johnson. 


W.  G.  Fischer.    By  per. 
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1 .  Oh,  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep,  And  rough  seems  the  path  to  the  goal, 

2.  Oh,  sometimes  how  long  seems  the  day,  And  sometimes  how  heavy  my  feet! 

3.  Oh,     near    to  the  Rock  let  me  keep,  Or  blessings,  or  sorrows  pre- vail; 
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The  Rock  that  is  Higher.— Concluded. 
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And  sorrows,  how  oft-en  they  sweep  Like  tempests  down  o-  ver  the  soul. 
But  toil  -  ing  in  life's  dust-y  way,  The  Rock's  blessed  shadow,  how  sweet! 
Or  climbing  the  mountain  way  steep,  Or  walk-ing  the  shad-ow  -  y    vale. 
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Oh,  then,  to  the  Rock  let  me  fly,    To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I : 

let  me  fly,  is  higher  than  I ; 
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then,  to  the  Rock  let  me  fly,  To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

let  me  fly, 
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The  Lord  will  Provide. 


Mrs.  M.  A.  W.  Cook. 


C.  S.  Harrington.    By  per. 
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In  some  way  or  oth-er  The  Lord  will  provide;   It  may  not  be  my  way> 
At  some  time  or  oth-er  The  Lord  will  provide;   It  may  not  be  my  time, 
Despond  then  no  longer,  The  Lord  will  provide;  And  this  be  the  to- ken- 
March  on,  then,  right  boldly;  The  sea  shall  divide;  The  pathway  made  glorious, 
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The  Lord  will  provide." 
The  Lord  will  provide." 
The  Lord  will  provide." 
The  Lord  will  provide." 
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It  may  not  be  thy  way,  And  yet  in  His  own  way, 

It  may  not  be  thy  time,  And  yet  in  His  own  time, 

No  word  He  hath  spoken  Was  ev  -  er  yet  broken, ' 

With  shoutings  victorious,  We'll  join  in  the  chorus, ' 
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E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Vale  of  Beulah. 


Joseph  Garrison. 
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I      am  pass 
'Tis  to    me 
Not    a    shad 
And  the  mu  ■ 
So      I    jour 
And  I    near 
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down  the  val  -  ley    that  they  say    is     so 

vale    of   Beu  -  lah,    'tis    a    beau-ti-ful 

not     a    shad  -  ow     ev  -  er  dark-ens  the 

sweet  -  ly  chant  -  ed     by    the  heav-en  -  ly 

with    re  -  joic  -  ing  toward  the  Cit  -  y      of 

o  -  pen  por  -  tals      of    the  king-doru  a  - 
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way, 
way, 
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Light, 
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But  I  find  that  all  the  path 
For  the  Sav  -  ior  walks  be  -  side 
For  a  ra  -  diance  of  rare  glo  - 
Floats  in  ca  -  dence  down  the  val  - 
While  each  day  my  joy  is  deep 
For  this  high-way    leads  to    Ca  - 


way      is  with  flow'rs  o  -    ver 
me,     my  com  -  pan  -  ion     all 
•  ry  shines  up  -  on       it       all    day 

-  ley,    and    it  cheers  me       a  - 

-  er,     and  the  path  grows  more 
naan,  to    the  King-dom       of 
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naan    In   the  dis  -  tance    I     see. 
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Chorus. 
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Vale  of    Beu  -  lah !  Vale  of  Beu  -  lah !  Thou  art  pre  -  cious    to 
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191     There's  Power  in  Jesus'  Blood. 

Hope  Tryaway.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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My  hap-py  soul  re- joic -es,  The  sky  is  bright  a-bove; 
I  heard  the  bless-ed  sto  -  ry  Of  Him  who  died  to  save; 
His  gra-cious  words  of  par-don  Were  mu-sic  to  my  heart; 
I  plunge  beneath  this  fountain,  That  cleanseth  white  as  snow 
Oh, crown  Him  Kingfor-ev  -  er !  My  Sav  -  ior  and  mv  friend 
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There's  Power  in  Jesus'  Blood.— Concluded. 

Chorus. 
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heav'nly  voi-ces,  And  sing-  redeeming  love. 
Christ  swept  o'er  me,  My    all    to  Him  I  gave. 

way  my  bur-den,  And  bade  my  fears  depart.  J-  For  there's  pow'r  in  Jesus1  blood, 
Calv'ry's  mountain,  With  blessing  in    its  flow. 


crys-tal   riv  -  er  His  praise  shall  nev^er  end.  j 
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Pow'r  in    Jesus'  blood;  There's  pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood  To  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
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Delia  T.  White 


Come  to  the  Fountain  To-day 

J.  Wesley  Ewing. 
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1 .  Salvation's  stream  is  rolling  by,  Come  to  the  fountain  to-day;    A  voice  is 

2.  W  ith  all  your  sorrow,all  your  sin,  Come  to  the  fountain  to-day ;  And  heav'nly 

3.  There's  blessing  in  the  precious  tide,  (Tome  to  the  fountain  to-day;  And  ev  -  'ry 

4.  No  drought  can  touch  this  living  spring,  Come  to  the  fountain  to-day;   E  -  ter  -  nal 
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nmding  from  the  sky, Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 
joys  will  there  begin, Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 
need  shall  be  suplied,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 
life  its  waters  bring, Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 


0  come  to  the  fountain, 


Flowing  now  from  Calv'ry's  brow ;  0  come  to  the  fountain,  Jesus  will  save  you  now. 
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Gliding  Away. 


Jesse  P.  Tompkins. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICE. 
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1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  white  clouds  drifting    a  -  way,        Un-der  the     blue, 

2.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  white  forms  glid-ing    a  -  way,         0  -  ver  the     sea, 

3.  Beau -ti- ful  man-sions,bright-er  than    day,      Wait-ing  for      me, 


m$ 


f^W 


-# £ P- 


p?a  k     k-  k     k-     Y 


:k=k=k 


J 


^ 


\- 


3 


e 


§ 


^ 


un-der  the     blue, 
o  -  ver  the     sea, 
waiting  for     me, 


Drift-ing  a  -  way,  at  the  close  of  the 
Glid-ing  a  -  way  to  the  heav  -  en  -  ly 
Beau-  ti  -  ful    fa  -  ces  that  glid  -  ed    a  - 
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day, 

shore, 
way, 
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Hid-den  from  view,  hid-den  from  view;       Float-ing    a  -  way  from  our 

Hid-den  from  me,     hid-den  from  me;  Sail -ing    a -way  from  our 

There  I    shall    see,  there    I    shall    see;         Ne'er  to    be  tossed  by   the 
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raptured  sight,  Tinged  by  the  glow    of  the    fast    fad  -  ing  light, 

mor-  tal  sight,  Out    of  the  shad-ow  and    in  -   to      the  light, 

wind  or  tides,  Rest -ing  in  peace  that  for-  ev  -  er       a  -  bides, 
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Gliding  Away.— Concluded, 
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Tinged by  the  glow of  the   fast fading  light . 

Out of  the  shad      -     ow  and  in    -    -    -    to  the  light . 

Rest    -    -    ing  in    peace that  f  or  -  ev      -      -      er    a  -  bides 

nged  by  the  glow  of  the  fast  fadiug  light,  Tinged  by  the  glow  of  the  fast  fading  light. 

Out  of  the  shadow  and  in -to  the  light,  Out  of  the  shadow  and   in  -  to  the  light. 

Rest-ing  in  peace  that  for-ev-er  a-bides,  Rest-ing  in  peace  that  for-ev-er  a-bides. 

-9-  -9-   -9-   -9-    m    -9-     _     _     _    ._  •#-  -P--  -*-  ■#■   -•-   -A  -9 -  m     M 


*=t 


tt 


*=*=*=£ 


V=$~- 


-=l— a*. 


fct 


*=>zji=£ 


v-u'-y-v- 


V    u    u 


Chorus.  ^.  tempo. 


V  b  1/  I 


i 


A-*- 


-^-a- 


*r 


S=* 


t=£ 


-  way, 

glid-ing  a-way, 


Glid    -     -    ing  a 

Glid-ing  a-way, 
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.0  -  ver  the  storm  line     in  -  to     the  bay, 
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bay;                       Sor-row    and  sigh    -    -    ing  there  shall  cease,... 
in  -  to     the  bay;                                  Sor-row  and  sigh  -  ing            there  shall  cease, 
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Beau  -  ti   -  ful      ha 
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ha  ven  of     per  -  feet      peace 

Beau-ti  -    ful     ha  -  ven     of       per-  feet,       per-  f 
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194  Hear  and  Answer  Prayer. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm,  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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am  pray-ing,  bless-ed  Sav  -  ior,    To    be  more   and  more  like  Thee; 
am  pray-ing,  blessed  Sav  -  ior,  For    a    faith     so   clear  and  bright; 
am  pray-ing    to      be  hum-bled  By  the  pow'r    of  grace  di  -  vine, 
am  pray-ing,  bless-ed  Sav -ior,  And  my  con  -  stantpray'r  shall  be 


IIS 


Ll2£ 


n— (t- 


* — rdi 


£ 


t=k 


m 


V—*- 


t=t 


•»— 


£=£=£: 


s 


t=t 


*=£ 


^-L* 


I      am  pray-ing  that  Thy  Spir  -  it,  Like     a  dove  may  rest    on    me. 
That  its  eye  will  see  Thy  glo  -  ry  Thro'  the  deep  -  est,  dark-est  nightN 
To      be  clothed  up-on  with  meekness,  And  to  have    no   will  but  Thine. 
For     a    per  -  feet  con  -  se  -  cra-tion,  That  shall  make  me  more  like  Thee. 
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Thou  who  know-est    all    my  weakness, Thou  who  kno west    all    my  care, 
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While    I  plead  each  pre-cious  promise,  Hear,  oh,  hear  and   an-swer  pray'r. 
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195  Jesus  is  Mine! 

Mrs.  Catharine  J.  Bonar.  T.  E,  Perkins.    By  per. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earth-ly    joy,     Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Break,  ev  -  'ry 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul      a  -  way,     Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Here  would  I 

3.  Fare- well,  ye  dreams  of  night,  Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Lost      in    this 

4.  Fare 
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well,  mor-tal  -   i  -  ty,     Je  -  sus    is    mine!      Wei  -  come,  e- 
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JeSUS  is  Mine.     Concluded. 


ten-der    tie,          Je  -  sus  is    mine!  Dark      is    the  wil  -  der-ness, 

ev  -  er     stay,       Je  -  sus  is    mine!  Per  -  ish  -  ing  things  of   clay, 

dawning    light,      Je  -  sus  is    mine!  All     that  my  soul    has  tried 

ter  -  ni  -  ty,          Je  -  sus  is    mine!  Wei -come,  oh, loved  and  hlest, 
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Earth  has  no  rest-ing  place,  Je-sus  a-lone  can  bless,  Je  -  sus  is  mine! 
Born  hut  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a-way,  Je  -  sus  is  mine! 
Left  but  a  dis-  mal  void,  Je-sus  has  sat  -  is  -  fied,  Je  -  sus  is  mine! 
Welcome,sweet  scenes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my  Savior's  breast,  Jesus  is  mine! 
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Wondrous  Love. 


Wm.  H.  Clark. 


m 


M 


Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
i  Fine. 


Ie!*e* 


X=l 


JW- 


-iT^r-^. 


+  4.  + 


{  'Twas  wondrous  love, 'twas  love  divine,  That  wash'd  away  those  sins  of  mine;  1 
j[  That  bro't  my  soul  from  deepest  night, To  walk  in  God's  own  blessed  light.  / 


2   J  'Twas  wondrous  love,'twas  love  divine, And 

(.The  Spir-it's  wit-ness  with  the  blood,  As-sures  me    I 


I     ac  -  cept  the  gracious  sign ; ) 
am  born  of  God.  J 
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1/      V      \       I       V 
D.  C.  And    I    am  hap  -  py  all    the  day,  Ee-cause  my  sins  are  washed  a-way. 


B.C. 


'Twas  wondrous  love  'twas  love  di-vine.That  washed  away  those  sins  of  mine; 
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3  'Twas  wondrous  love,  'twas  love  divine, 
That  drew  this  wand'ring  heart  of  mine 
To  Thee,  dear  Lord,  that  I  may  be, 
A  branch  that  beareth  fruit  for  Thee. 


V      V      1        1  ■ 

4  'Twas  wondrous  love, 'twas  love  divine, 
'Twas  God  the  Father's  grand  design; 
And  heaven  is  filled  with  joy  to  know, 
A  soul's  redeemed  from  endless  woe. 
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Jesus  Saves. 


Pribcilla  J.  Owens. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRIOK. 
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1.  We    have  heard  a  joy  -  ful  sound,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 

2.  Waft    it    on        the  roll -ing  tide,      Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 

3.  Sing     a  -  bove     the  bat-tie's  strife,    Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 

4.  Give  the  winds    a  might-y    voice,    Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 
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Spread  the  gladness  all      a -round,  Je -sus  saves,  Je-sus  saves; 

Tell     to  sin  -  ners,  far    and  wide,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 

By      his  death  and  end  -  less  life,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves; 

Let    the  na  -  tions  now     re-joice,  Je -sus  saves,  Je-sus  saves; 
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Bear    the  news     to  ev  -  'ry  land,  Climb  the  steeps  and  cross  the  waves, 
Sing,    ye    is  -lands  of     the    sea,  Ech  -  o  back,      ye  o  -  cean  caves, 
Sing     it    soft  -  ly  thro'  the  gloom,  When  the  heart  for  mer  -  cy  craves, 
Shout  sal  -  va  -  tion  full  and    free,    High-est  hill    and  deep-est  caves. 
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On-ward,  His      our  Lord's  command,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

Earth  shall  keep  her   Ju  -  bi  -  lee,      Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

Sing   in    tri  -  umph  o'er  the  tomb,    Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

This  our  song     of    vie  -  to  -  ry,       Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 
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Mary  D.  Jambs. 


All  for  Jesus. 


Arranged. 


.,     f  All    for  Je-sus,  all  for    Je  -  sus!  All  my  being's  ransomed  powers: 

t  All  my  tho'ts.and  words,and  doings.  All  my  days  and  all  my  [Omit,  jhours. 

9    I  Let  my  hands  perform  His  bidding,  Let  my  feet  run  in  His    ways — 

\Let  my  eyes  see  Je-sus  on  -  ly,  Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His[Omit.]  praise. 
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for  Je-sus!  all  for  Je  -  sus!  All  my  days  and  all  my  hoars;  hours, 
for  Je-sus!  all  for  Je  -  sus!  Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His  praise:  praise. 
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4  Oh,  what  wonder!  how  amazing! 
Jesus,  glorious  King  of  kings — 
Deigns  to  call  me  His  beloved, 

Lets  me  rest  beneath  His  wings. 
I  :A11  for  Jesus!  all  for  Jesus! 
Resting  now  beneath  His  wings.  :|| 

200  Sitting  at  the  Feet  of  Jesus. 

1  Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

Oh,  what  words  I  hear  Him  say! 
Happy  place!  so  near,  so  precious! 

May  it  find  me  there  each  day; 
Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

I  would  look  upon  the  past: 
For  His  love  has  been  so  gracious, 

It  has  won  my  heart  at  last. 

2  Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

Where  can  mortal  be  more  blest? 
There  I  lay  my  sins  and  sorrows, 

And,  when  weary,  find  sweet  rest; 
Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

There  I  love  to  weep  and  pray, 
While  I  from  His  fullness  gather 

Grace  and  comfort  every  day, 

3  Bless  me,  O  my  Savior  bless  me, 

As  I  sit  low  at  Thy  feet; 
Oh,  look  down  in  love  upon  me, 

Let  me  see  Thy  face  so  sweet; 
Give  me,  Lord,  the  mind  of  Jesus, 

Make  me  holy  as  He  is; 
May  I  prove  I've  been  with  Jesus, 

Who  is  all  my  righteousness. 


V    V 


3  Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 

I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside; 

So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 

Looking  at  the  crucified. 
||:A11  for  Jesus!  all  for  Jesus! 
Looking  at  the  Crucified.  :|| 
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I  am  Saved. 
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1  I  am  saved!  the  Lord  hath  saved  me, 

Help  me  shout  the  glorious  news! 
I  have  tasted  God's  salvation, 
And  'tis  sweet  as  honeyed  dews. 

CHO. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 

I  rejoice,  salvation  came; 
Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 
I  am  saved  in  Jesus'  name. 

2  Loud  I  sing  my  exultation, 

Hoping  it  will  reach  the  skies; 
Keep,  dear  Lord,  my  soul  forever 
Under  Thy  protecting  eyes. 

3  Free  salvation!  glad  salvation! 

Let  us  shout  from  pole  to  pole, 
Until  each  diseased  nation 
Feels  that  God  hath  made  it  whole. 

4  When  at  last  the  days  are  gathered 

Into  Thy  great  judgment  one, 
May  I  find  my  name  deep  written, 
In  the  records  of  Thy  Son. 
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201  Delights  of  the  Sabbath. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King; 
To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks,  and 

sing; 
To  show  Thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  Thy  truths  by  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast; 
Oh,  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  When  grace  has  purified  my  heart, 
Then  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part; 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  be  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

4  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

202  Invitation. 

1  Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast; 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest: 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind, 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call; 
The  invitation  is  to  all: 

Come  all  the  world!  come, sinner, thou! 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

3  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest; 

Ye  poor,  and  maimed,  and  halt  and 

blind, 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 


My  message  as  from  God  receive; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live: 
Oh, let  His  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  surfer  Him  to  die  in  vain. 

188 


203  Of  Him  who  did  Salvation 

bring. 
1  Of  Him  who  did  salvation  bring, 

1  could  forever  think  and  siDg; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — He'll  relieve; 
Arise,  ye  guilty, — He'll  forgive. 

2  Ask  but  His  grace,  and  lo,'tis  given; 
Ask,  and  He  turns  your  hell  to  heaven: 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  my  soul, 
Jesus,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

3  To  shame  our  sins  He  blushed  in  blood; 
He  closed  His  eyes  to  show  us  God; 
Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show, 

4  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry; 

Ah!  who  against  Thy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah!  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough? 

204  While  Life   Prolongs. 

1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light 

Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given, 

But  soon,  ah!  soon,  approaching  night 

Shall  blot  ont  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2  Soon,borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 

Shall  death  command  you  to  the 
grave; 
Before  His  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

3  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall 
rise — 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Savior  call  you  to  the  skies. 

4  While  God  invites,how  blest  the  day, 
How  sweet  the  Gospel's  charming 

sound; 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 
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205  O  for  a  Closer  Walk. 

1  0  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord '? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word? 

3  Return,  0  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

4  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

206  How  Sweet  the  Name. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name!  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace ! 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Savior,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring! 


207    O  for  a  Thousand  Tongues. 

1  0  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  Thy  name. 

3  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears; 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 


208 


O  for  a  Faith. 


1  0  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe,_ 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ! 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and 

When  tempests  rage  without;  [clear 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt; 

5  That  bears, unmoved, the  world's  dread 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile;  [frown, 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 
Nor  Satan's  arts  beguile. 
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Duke  Street. 


John  Hattom. 
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209  Jesus  shall  Reign. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  His  successive  journeys  run; 
His  kingdom  spread  from  shore   to 

shore,  [more. 

Till  moons  shall  wax  and   wane  no 

2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet, 
To  pay  their  homage  at  His  feet; 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  His  word. 

3  To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head, 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

210  I  Thirst,  Thou  V/ounded. 

1  I  thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  Thy  cleansing  blood; 
To  dwell  within  Thy  wounds;  then 

pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  Thee: 

Seal  Thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  Thy  bleeding  side! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength 

derive, 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  Hence    our    hearts    melt,    our    eyes 

o'erflow, 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside; 
"My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 


211       From  all  that  Dwell. 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word: 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

3  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring, 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Savior's  name. 

4  In  every  land  begin  the  song; 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong: 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 
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When  I  Survey. 


1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

3  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down; 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  smal]; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


190 


213 


In  the  Cross  of  Christ. 


Sir  J.  Bowrino. 
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1.  In     the  cross    of    Christ  I     glo  -  ry,    Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time. 

2.  When  the  woes  of    life     o'er-take  me,  Hopes  de  -  ceive,  and  fears  an-noy, 

3.  When  the  sun    of    bliss    is  beam-ing    Light  and  love  up  -  on     my  way, 

4.  Bane  and  hless-ing,  pain  and  pleasure,     By    the  cross  are  sanc-ti-fied; 
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All    the  light    of  sa    -    credsto-ry    Gath-ers 'round  its  head  sub - 
Nev-er  shall  the  cross    for -sake  me;    Lo!     it    glows  with  peace  and 
From  the  cross  the  rad  -  iance  streaming  Adds  more  lus  -  tre  to     the 
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214        Take  Me  as  I  Am. 
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1  Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  Thee  I  cry; 
Unless  Thou  help  me,  I  must  die: 
Oh,  bring  Thy  free  salvation  nigh, 

And  take  me  as  I  am! 

Refrain. 

Take  me  as  I  am, 
Take  me  as  I  am, 
Oh,  bring  Thy  free  salvation  nigh, 
And  take  me  as  I  am! 

2  Helpless  I  am,  and  full  of  guilt, 
But  yet  for  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt, 
And  Thou  canst  make  me  what  Thou 

And  take  me  as  I  am!  [wilt, 

3  I  thirst,  I  long  to  know  Thy  love, 
Thy  full  salvation  I  would  prove, 
But  since  to  Thee  I  cannot  move, 

Oh,  take  me  as  I  am! 


4  If  Thou  hast  work  for  me  to  do, 
Inspire  my  will,  my  heart  renew; 
And  work  both  in  and  by  me  too, 
But  take  me  as  I  am! 

f>  And  when  at  last  the  work  is  done. 
The  battle  o'er,  the  vict'ry  won, 
Still,  still  my  cry  shall  be  alone, 
Oh,  take  me  as  I  am! 


215  Precious  Presence  of  Jesus. 
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1  How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours 
When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see! 

Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds  and  sweet 
flowers 

Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me; 
The  mid-summer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume, 
And  sweeter  then  music  His  voice; 

His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 
And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice; 

I  should,  were  He  always  thus  nigb, 
Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear. 

No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 
My  summer  would  last  all  the  year, 


3  Content  with  beholding  His  facq 

My  all  to  His  pleasure  resigned, 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind; 
While  blest  with  a  sense  of  His  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear, 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove, 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there, 
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1  I  am  coming  to  the  cross, 

I  am  poor  and  weak  and  blind; 
I  am  counting  all  but  dross, 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Cho. — I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee; 
Blessed  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
Humbly  at  the  cross  I  bow; 
Jesus  saves  me — saves  me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, 

Long  has  evil  dwelt  within; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me; 

"I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  Thee, 

Friends, and  time, and  earthly  store, 
Soul  and  body,  Thine  to  be — 
Wholly  Thine  for  evermore. 

4  In  the  promises  I  trust, 

In  the  cleansing  blood  confide; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

5  Jesus  comes,  He  fills  my  soul, 

Perfected  in  Him  I  am, 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole, 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb! — 


217    I  Know  I  Love  Thee  Better. 
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1  I  know  I  love  Thee  better,  Lord, 
Than  any  earthly  joy, 
For  Thou  hast  given  me  the  peace 
Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

Cho. — The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
Of  love  so  full  and  free; 
The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
The  blood — it  cleanseth  me. 

0  I  know  that  Thou  art  nearer  still 
Than  any  earthly  throng, 
And  sweeter  is  the  thought  of  Thee 
Thau  any  lovely  song. 

3  Thou  hast  put  gladness  in  my  heart; 
Then  well  may  I  be  glad! 
"Without  the  secret  of  Thy  love 
I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

o  O  Savior,  precious  Savior  mine! 
What  will  Thy  presence  be, 
If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown 
Oar  walk  on  earth  with  Thee? 


218    It  is  Good  to  be  Here. 
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1  While  we  bow  in  Thy  name, 
Oh,  meet  us  again, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  the  light  of  Thy  love; 

May  the  Spirit  of  grace, 

And  the  smiles  of  Thy  face, 
Gently  fall  on  us  now  from  above. 

Ref. — It  is  good  to  be  here,  it  is  good  to 
be  here,  [fear, 

Thy  perfect  love  now  drives  away  all  our 

And  light  streaming  down  makes  the 
pathway  all  clear, 

It  is  good  for  us,  Lord,  to  be  here. 

2  Our  souls  long  for  Thee;  . 
Oh,  may  we  now  see 

A  sin  cleansing  blood-wave  appear; 

And  feel,  as  it  rolls 

In  power  o'er  our  souls, 
It  is  good  for  us,  Lord,  to  be  here. 

3  Thou  art  with  us,  we  know; 

We  feel  the  sweet  flow  [tide; 

Of  the  sin-cleansing  wave's  gladd'ning 

We  are  washed  from  our  sin, 

Made  all  holy  within, 
And  in  Jesus  we  sweetly  abide. 
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1  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine, 
And  all  its  riches  freely  mine, 

Here  shines  undimmed  one  blissful  day, 
For  all  my  night  has  passed  away. 
Chorus. 

0  Beulah  Land,  sweet  Beulah  Land, 
As  on  thy  highest  mount  I  stand, 

1  look  away  across  the  sea, 

Where  mansions  are  prepared  for  me, 
And  view  the  shining  glory  shore, 
My  heaven,  my  home,  forever  more! 

2  My  Savior  comes  and  walks  with  me, 
And  sweet  communion  here  have  we; 
He  gently  leads  me  by  His  hand, 

For  this  is  heaven's  border-land. 

3  A  sweet  perfume  upon  the  breeze, 
Is  borne  from  ever- vernal  trees; 
And  flowers  that  never  fading  grow 
Where  streams  of  life  forever  flow. 

4  The  zephyrs  seem  to  float  to  me 
Sweet  sounds  of  heaven's  melody, 

As  angels  with  the  white-robed  throng 
Join  in  the  sweet  redemption  song. 
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1  Ob,  blessed  fellowship  diviue! 

Oh,  joy  supremely  sweet! 
Companionship  with  Jesus  here 

Makes  life  with  bliss  replete; 
In  union  with  the  purest  one 
I  find  my  heaven  on  earth  begun. 
REF.-Oh,  wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime! 

I've  Jesus  with  me  all  the  time! 
Oh,  wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime! 

I've  Jesus  with  me  all  the  time! 

2  I'm  walking  close  to  Jesus'  side, 

So  close  that  I  can  hear 
The  softest  whispers  of  His  love, 

In  fellowship  so  dear, 
And  feel  His  great  almighty  hand 
Protects  me  in  this  hostile  land. 

3  I'm  leaning  on  His  loving  breast, 

Along  life's  weary  way; 
My  path,  illumined  by  His  smiles, 

Grows  brighter  day  by  day: 
No  foes,  no  woes  my  heart  can  fear, 
With  my  almighty  Friend  so  near. 

4  I  know  His  sheltering  wings  of  love 

Are  always  o'er  me  spread, 
And  tho'  the  storms  may  fiercely  rage, 

All  calm  and  free  from  dread, 
My  peaceful  spirit  ever  sings, 
"I'll  trust  the  covert  of  Thy  wings." 
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1  O  Jesus,  Lord,  Thy  dying  love 

Hath  pierced  my  contrite  heart; 
Now  take  my  life,  and  let  me  prove 
How  dear  to  me  Thou  art. 
Cho.-At  the  cross,  at  the  cross,  where  I  first  saw  the 
And  the  burden  of  my  heart  rolled  away:  [light, 
It  was  there  by  faith  I  received  my  sight, 
And  now  I  am  happy  night  and  day! 

2  Amid  the  night  of  sin  and  death 

Thy  light  hath  filled  my  soul; 
To  me  Thy  loving  voice  now  saith, 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole. 

3  I  kiss  Thy  feet,  I  clasp  Thy  hand, 

I  touch  Thy  bleeding  side; 
Oh,  let  me  here  forever  stand, 
Where  Thou  wert  crucified. 

4  My  Lord,my  light, ray  strength, my  all, 

I  count  my  gain  but  loss; 
Forever  let  Thy  love  enthrall, 
And  keep  me  at  the  cross. 
B.  P. 13 


222      Blessed  be  the  Name. 


&l 


o 


1  All  praise  to  Him  who  reigus  above, 

In  majesty  supreme; 
Who  gave  His  Son  for  man  to  die, 
That  He  might  man  redeem. 
Cho. -Blessed  be  the  name. blessed  be  the 
Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord;[name, 
Blessed  be  the  name, blessed  be  the  name, 
Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

2  His  name  above  all  names  shall  stand, 

Exalted  more  and  more, 
At  God  the  Father's  own  right  hand, 
Where  angel  hosts  adore. 

3  Redeemer,  Savior,  Friend  of  man, 

Once  ruined  by  the  fall, 
Thou  hast  devised  salvation's  plan, 
For  Thou  hast  died  for  all. 

4  His  name  shall  be  the  Counselor, 

The  mighty  Prince  of  Peace, 
Of  all  earth's  kingdoms  conqueror, 
Whose  reign  shall  never  cease. 

5  The  ransomed  hosts  to  Thee  shall  bring 

Their  praise  and  homage  meet; 
With  rapturous  awe  adore  their  King, 
And  worship  at  His  feet. 

6  Then  shall  we  know  as  we  are  known, 

And  in  that  world  above 
Forever  sing  around  the  throne 
His  everlasting  love. 

223    Bringing  in  the  Sheaves. 


Sowing  in  the  morning,  sowing  seeds 

of  kindness,  [eves; 

Sowing  in  the  noon-tide,  and  the  dewy 

Waiting  for  the  harvest,  and  the  time 

of  reaping,  [the  sheaves. 

We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in 

Cho. — 1|  :Bringing  in  the  sheaves,  _:|| 

We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in 

the  sheaves. 

2  Sowing  in  the  sunshine,   sowing  in 
the  shadows,        [chilling  breeze; 

Fearing  neither  clouds,  nor  winter's 

By  and  by  the  harvest,  and  the  labor 

ended,  [the  sheaves. 

We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in 

3  Go,  then,  ever  weeping,  sowing  for  the 
Master,  [often  grieves; 

Though  the  loss  sustained  our  spirit 

When  our  weeping's  over,  He  will  bid 

us  welcome,  [the  sheaves. 
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1  Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine ! 
Oh,  what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine! 
Heir  of  salvation,  purchase  of  God, 
Born  of  His  Spirit,  washed  in  His  blood. 

Cho.-H  :  This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 
Praising  my  Savior  all  the  day  long. :  || 

2  Perfect  submission,  perfect  delight, 
Visions  of  rapture  burst  forth  -on  my 

sight, 
Angels  descending,  bring  from  above, 
Echoes  of  mercy,  whispers  of  love. 

3  Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 
I  in  my  Savior  am  happy  and  blest, 
Watching  and  waiting,  and  looking  above. 
Filled  with  His  goodness,  lost  in  His  love, 

225    Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Key  of  G. 

1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee, 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me : 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ! 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 


1  Are  you  weary,  are  you  heavy-hearted  ? 
Tell  it  to  Jesus,  tell  it  to  Jesus; 

Are  you  grieving  over  joys  departed? 
Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone. 

Cho.— Tell  it  to  Jesus,  tell  it  to  Jesus, 
He  is  a  Friend  that's  well  known; 

You  have  no  other  such  a  friend  or 
brother, 
Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone. 

2  Do  the  tears  flow  down  your  cheeks 
unbidden? 

Tell  it  to  Jesus,  tell  it  to  Jesus; 
Have  you  sins  that  to  man's  eye  are  hid- 
Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone.  [den? 

3  Do  you  fear  the  gathering  clouds  of 
sorrow  ? 

Tell  it  to  Jesus,  tell  it  to  Jesus; 
Are  you  anxious  what  shall  be  to-mor- 
Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone.  [row? 

4  Are  you  troubled  at  the  tho't  of  dying? 
Tell  it  to  Jesus,  tell  it  to  Jesus; 

For  Christ's  coming  kingdom  are  you 
sighing? 
Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone. 

227  Work,  for  the  Night  is  Coming. 

Key  of  F. 

1  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming: 
Work,  through  the  morning  hours; 

Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling; 

Work,  'mid  springing  flowers; 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 

Work,  in  the  glowing  sun ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming; 
Work,  through  the  sunny  noon; 

Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor; 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Under  the  sunset  skies; 

While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work,  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
194 


FAMILIAR  HYMNS. 


228 


Rock  of  Ages. 
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1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone : 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  1  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my#  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 

229      The  Land  of  Beulah. 


230         Come,  Ye  Sinners. 
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Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power. 

Cho. — Turn  to  the  Lord,  and  seek  sal- 
vation, 
Sound  the  praise  of  His  dear  name; 
Glory,  honor,  and  salvation, 
Christ  the  Lord  has  come  to  reign. 

2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 

231    Arise,  My  Soul,  Arise. 


1  I  am  dwelling  on  the  mountain, 

Where  the  golden  sunlight  gleams 
O'er  a  land  whose  wondrous  beauty 

Far  exceeds  my  fondest  dreams; 
Where  the  air  is  pure,  ethereal, 

Laden  with  the  breath  of  flowers, 
They  are  blooming  by  the  fountain, 

'Neath  the  amaranthine  bowers. 

Cho. — Is  not  this  the  land  of  Beulah, 
Blessed,  blessed  land  of  light, 
Where  the  flowers  bloom  forever. 
And  the  sun  is  always  bright? 

2  I  can  see  far  down  the  mountain, 

Where  I  wandered  weary  years, 
Often  hindered  in  my  journey 

By  the  ghosts  of  doubtsand  fears; 
Broken  vows  and  disappointments 

Thickly  sprinkled  all  the  way, 
But  the  Spirit  led,  unerring, 

To  the  land  I  hold  to-day. 

3  I  am  drinking  at  the  fountain, 

Where  I  ever  would  abide; 
For  I've  tasted  life's  pure  river, 

And  my  soul  is  satisfied; 
There's  no  thirsting  for  life's  pleasures, 

Nor  adorning,  rich  and  gay, 
For  I've  found  a  richer  treasure, 

One  that  fadeth  not  away. 
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Arise,  my  soul,  arise; 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears; 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears : 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  His  hands. 
He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede; 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood,  to  plead; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 
Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me; 
"Forgive  Him,  oh,  forgive,"  they  cry, 
''Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die." 
The  Father  hears  Him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One: 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  His  Son: 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 
My  God  is  reconciled ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear: 
He  owns  me  for  His  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And,  "Father,  Abba,  Father!"  cry. 
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232    The  Home  Over  There. 


1  Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there, 
By  the  side  of  the  river  of  light, 

Where  the  saints,  all  immortal  and  fair. 

Are  robed  in  their  garments  of  white 
Ref.— Over  there,  over  there, 

Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there. 

2  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there, 
Who  before  us  the  journey  have  trod 

Of  the  songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air 
In  their  home  in  the  palace  of  God. 

Ref. — Over  there,  over  there, 
Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there. 

3  My  Savior  is  now  over  there,      [rest 
There  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at 

Then  away  from  my  sorrow  and  care, 
Let  me  fly  to  the  land  of  the  blest. 

Ref. — Over  there,  over  there, 
My  Savior  is  now  over  there. 

4  I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 
For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see; 

Many  dear  to  my  heart,  over  there, 
Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 

Ref. — Over  there,  over  there, 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 

233       Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 
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1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  His'  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you ; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer: 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


234        Glorious  Fountain. 


There  is  a  fountain  j| :  filled  with  blood :  || 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 

And  sinners,  plunged  ||:  beneath  that 
flood,:  || 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

Cho.— 0  glorious  fountain!  Here  will  I 
stay, 
And  in  thee  ever  wash  my  sins  away. 

I  The  dying  thief  |j:  rejoiced  to  see : || 
That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  I,  i  :tho'  vile  as  he, :[, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Thou   dying  Lamb!    |j:  Thy  precious 

blood:!! 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  || :  Church  of  God :  || 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since  by  faith  || :  I  saw  the  stream :  || 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love!|:  has  been  my  theme,  :|| 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

235  Alas!  and  did  my  Savior  Bleed? 
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1  Alas!  and  did  my  Savior  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die? 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

Cho. -Help  me, dear  Savior,Thee  to  own, 
And  ever  faithful  be; 
And  when  Thou  sittest  on  Thy  throne, 
0  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 

Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  Mighty  Maker,  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  to  Thee, — 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 
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1  Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Savior 

died,  [cried; 

Down  where  for  cleansing1  from  sin  I 
There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied; 

Glory  to  His  name. 
Cho.— II : Glory  to  His  name;:|| 
There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied ; 

Glory  to  His  name. 

2  I  am  so  wondrously  saved  from  sin, 
Jesus  so  sweetly  abides  within : 

There  at  the  cross  where  He  took  me  in ; 
Glory  to  His  name. 

3  0  precious  fountain, that  saves  from  sin, 
I  am  so  glad  I  have  entered  in;  [clean, 
There   Jesus  saves   me   and  keeps  me 

Glory  to  His  name. 

4  Come  to  this  fountain, so  rich  and  sweet; 
Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the  Savior's  feet; 
Plunge  in  to-day,  and  be  made  complete ; 

Glory  to  His  name. 
237    Forever  Here  My  Rest 
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1  Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 

Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 
"For  me  the  Savior  died." 

2  My  dying  Savior,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  Thy  blood. 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  Thine  own; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  Thou  art; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 

My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  The  atonement  of  Thy  blood  apply, 

Till  faith  to  sight  improve; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 
238  Only  Trust  Him. 
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1  Come,  every  soul  by  sin  oppressed, 
There's  mercy  with  the  Lord, 
And  He  will  surely  give  you  rest, 
By  trusting  in  His  word. 
Cho. — Only  trust  Him,  only  trust  Him, 
Only  trust  Him  now; 
He  will  save  .you.  He  will  save  you, 
He  will  save  you  now. 
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2  For  Jesus  shed  His  precious  blood 

Rich  blessings  to  bestow ; 
Plunge  now  into  the  crimson  flood 
That  washes  white  as  snow. 

3  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth,  the  Way, 

That  leads  you  into  rest; 
Believe  in  Him  without  delay, 
And  you  are  fully  blest. 

4  Come,  then,  and  join  this  holy  band, 

And  on  to  glory  go, 
To  dwell  in  that  celestial  land 
Where  joys  immortal  flow. 

239     I  Believe  Jesus  Saves. 

Tune.— "Sweet  By  and  By."    Key  of  G. 

1  I  am  coming  to  Jesus  for  rest, 
Rest,  such  as  the  purified  know; 

My  soul  is  athirst  to  be  blest,        [snow. 

To  be  washed  and  made  whiter  than 
Cho. — I  believe  Jesus  saves, 

And  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow; 
I  believe  Jesus  saves, 

And  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow. 

2  To  Jesus  I  give  up  my  all, 
Every  treasure  and  idol  I  know; 

For  His  fulness  of  blessing  I  call, 
Till  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow. 

3  I  am  trusting  in  Jesus  alone, 
Trusting  now  His  salvation  to  know; 

And  His  blood  doth  now  fully  atone, [snow. 
I  am  washed  and  made  whiter  than 

4  My  heart  is  in  raptures  of  love, 
Love,  such  as  the  ransomed  ones  know; 

I  am  strengthened  with  might  from  above; 
I  am  washed  and  made  whiter  than 
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snow. 

Marching  to  Zion. 


Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joys  be  known; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 
Cho. — We're  marching  to  Zion, 

Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion; 
We're  marching  upward  to  Zion, 
The  beautiful  city  of  God. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 

We're  inarching  through  Immanuers 
ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 
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1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light, 

Who  fixed  this  earthly  ball; 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
242         Revive  TJs  Again. 
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1  The  morning  light  is  breaking; 

The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion,* 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Savior's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!  " 
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O  Happy  Day! 
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We  praise  Thee,  0  God !  for  the  Son 
of  Thy  love, 

For  Jesus  who  died  and  is  now  gone 
above. 
Cho. — Hallelujah!  Thine  the  glory,  Hal- 
lelujah! Amen. 

Hallelujah!  Thine  the  glory;   revive 
us  again. 

2  We  praise  Thee, 0  God!  for  Thy  Spirit 

of  light, 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Savior  and 
scattered  our  night. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that 

was  slain, 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has 
cleansed  every  stain. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all 

grace, 
Who  has  bought  us  and  sought  us, 
and  guided  our  ways. 

5  Revive  us  again;  fill  each  heart  with 

Thy  love; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire 
from  above. 
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1  0  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  Thee,  my  Savior  and  my  God  !- 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

Cho. — Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away! 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day; 
Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away ! 

2  0  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine; 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 

Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 
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1  Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee; 
Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love. 

Ciro. — Wash  me  in  the  Savior's  precious 
Cleanse  me  in  its  purifying  flood ;  [blood 
Lord,  I  give  to  Thee  my  life  and  all,  to  be 
Thine,  henceforth,  eternally. 

2  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee; 
Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only  for  my  King. 

3  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days ; 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

4  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 

Take  my  heart — it  is  Thine  own, 
.  It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

5  Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee. 

246        Missionary  Hymn. 


*£=t 


4z*z 


t=t 


^m 


1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand; 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation!  0  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

3  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story; 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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1  Lord,  I  care  not  for  riches, 

Neither  silver  nor  gold; 
I  would  make  sure  of  heaven, 

I  would  enter  the  fold; 
In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom, 

With  its  pages  so  fair, 
Tell  me,  Jesus  my  Savior, 
Is  my  name  written  there? 
Cho. — Is  my  name  written  there, 

On  the  page  white  and  fair? 
In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom, 
Is  my  name  written  there? 

2  Lord,  my  sins  they  are  many, 

Like  the  sands  of  the  sea, 
But  Thy  blood,  0  my  Savior, 

Is  sufficient  for  me; 
For  Thy  promise  is  written 

In  bright  letters  that  glow, 
'  'Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet, 

I  will  make  them  like  snow." 

3  Oh !  that  beautiful  city, 

With  its  mansions  of  light, 
With  its  glorified  beings, 

In  pure  garments  of  white; 
Where  no  evil  thing  comet h 

To  despoil  what  is  fair; 
Where  the  angels  are  watching, — 

Is  my  name  written  there  ? 

248        God  Be  With  You. 
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1  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again; 
By  His  counsels  guide,  uphold  you, 
With  His  sheep  securely  fold  you; 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
Cho. — Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet, 

Till  we  meet  at  Jesus'  feet;  > 
Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  [again. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 

2  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again; 
'Neath  His  wings  securely  hide  you; 
Daily  manna  still  divide  you; 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

3  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again; 
When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you, 
Put  His  arms  unfailing  round  you ; 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

4  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again; 
Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you; 
Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave  before 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again,  [you  j 
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Jesus  Will  Give  You  Rest. 


Fanny  J.  Ckosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  with  your  poor  broken  heart,  Bur-deu'd  and 

2.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come?  there  is   mer  -  cy  for  you,    Balm   for  your 

3.  Will  you  come, will  you  come,  you  have  noth-ing  to  pay;       Je  -  sns  who 

4.  Will  you  come, will  you  come?  how  he  pleads  with  you  now!  Fly     to     his 
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sin  op-press'd?  Lay  it  down  at  the  feet  of  your  Sav-ior  and  Lord, 
ach-ing  breast;  On-ly  come  as  you  are,  and  be-lieveon  his  name, 
loves  you  best,  By  his  death  on  the  Cross  purchas'd  life  for  your  soul, 
lov  -  in g  breast,  And  what-ev  -  er  your  sin    or  your  sor  -  row  may  be, 
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Refrain. 
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Oh,    happy  rest,  sweet,  happy  rest! 


Je  -  sus  will  give    you  rest. 
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sus  will  give    you  rest,  Oh!  why  won't  you  come 
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Je  -    sus    will  give        you 
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Stepping  in  the  Light. 


L.  H.  Edmunds. 


Wm.  J.  Kiukpatrick. 
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1.  Try-ing    towalkin  the  steps  of  the  Sav-ior,  Try-ing    tofol-lowour 

2.  Pressing  more  closely  to  him  who  is  leading,  W-hen  we  are  tempted  to 

3.  Walking  in  footsteps  of  gen -tie  forbearance,  Footsteps  of  faithfulness, 

4.  Try-ing    to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Sav-ior,  Up  ward,  still  upward  we'll 
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Sav  -  ioraud  King;  Shap-ing    our  lives  by  his  bless-  ed    ex-am  -  pie, 
turn  from  the  way ;  Trusting    the  arm  that  is  strong  to    defend     us, 
mer  -  cy, and  love,    Look-ing    to  him    for  the  grace  free  -  ly  promised, 
fol-low  our  Guide,  When  we  shall  see    him, ''the  King  in  hisbeau-ty' 
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Chorus. 


Hap-py,  how  happy,  the  songs  that  we  bring.  How  beautiful  to  walk  in  the 
Hap-py,how  happy, our  praises  each  day. 
Hap-py, how  happy,our  jour-ney  a-bove. 
Hap-py, how  happy, our  place  at  his  side. 
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steps    of      the  Sav  -  ior, Stepping  in     the  light,Stepping  in  the  light  ;How 
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beau-ti-ful  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Savior,  Led  in  paths  of    light. 
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251         Wonderful  Story  of  Love. 


J.  M.  D. 
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Rev.  J.  M.  Drxver. 
Full  Chorus. 
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1.  Won-der-ful   sto  -  ry    of 

2.  Won-der-ful   sto  -  ry    of 

3.  Won-der-ful  sto  -  ry    of 

love:         Tell    it     to    me      a  -   gain; 
love:         Tho'  you  are   far      a   -   way; 
love:          Je  -  sus  pro-vides    a         rest: 
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Won-der-ful    sto  -  ry    of       lovef 
Won-der-ful    sto  -  ry    of      love: 
Won-der-ful    sto  -  ry    of       love- 
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Wake  the  im  -  mor  -  tal      strain! 
Still  he  doth  call      to    -    day; 
For    all   the  pure    and       blest 
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An-gels  with  rapt-ure  announce  it,  Shepherds  with  wonder  re-ceive  it; 
Calling  from  Calvary's  mountain,     Down  from  the    crys-tal  bright  fountain 
Rest  in  those  mansions  a-bove  us,  With  those  who've  gone  on  before  us, 
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Sin-ner,  oh!  wont  you  be-li 
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io-rus,  Won-der-ful  sto  -  ry    of     love. 
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Won        -        der 
Won-der  -  ful  sto  -  rv  of 
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love: 


won 
won-der 
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love: 
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Wonderful  Story  of  Love— Concluded. 
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Won        -       der         -         ful! 

Won  -  der-ful  sto  -  ry    of     love:      won-der-ful     sto-ry    of    love! 
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352  Sunshine  in  the  Soul. 

E.  E.  Hewitt,  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day,     More    glo  -  ri  -  ous  and  bright 
There's  mu  -  sic    in   my  soul   to-day,     A         car  -  ol      to  my  King, 
There's  springtime  in  my  soul  to-day,     For    "when  the  Lord  is    near, 
There's  gladness  in   my  soul  to-day,     And  hope,  and  praise, and  love, 
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Than  glows  in  an  •  y  earth-ly  sky,  For  Je  -  sus  is  my  light. 
And  Je  -  sus,  list  -  en-  ing,  can  hear  The  songs  I  can  -  not  sing. 
The  dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart,  The  flowers  of  grace  ap  -  pear. 
For     bless-ings  which  He  gives  me  now,  For    joys  "laid  up"   a  -  bove. 
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Refrain. 


Oh, there's  sun    -    shine,  Blessed  sun    -   shine,  While  the  peaceful,happy  moments 
sunshine  in  the  soul,  Blessed  sunshine  in  the  soul, 
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happy  moments  roll; 


sus  shows  His  smiling  face  There  is  sun-shine  in  the  soul. 
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1.  I've  wandered  far       a  -  way  from  God,    Now  I'm  corning  home; 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed  man  -  y  pre  -  cious  years,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 

3.  I'm  tired    of    sin     and  stray-ing,  Lord,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 

4.  My    soul     is    sick,   my  heart  is    sore,     Now  I'm  coming  home; 

5.  My    on    -    ly  hope,   my  on    -   ly    plea,    Now  I'm  coming  home; 

6.  I    need    His  cleansing  blood,  I    know,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 
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The  paths    of     sin     too  long  IVe  trod,    Lord,  I'm  coming 

I      now     re -pent  with  bit  -  ter  tears,   Lord,  I'm  coming 

I'll    trust  Thy  love,    be  -  lieve  Thy  word,   Lord,  I'm  coming 

My  strength  re  -  new,  my  hope    re -store,  Lord,  I'm  coming 

That  Je  -  sus  died,  and  died    for    me,     Lord,  I'm  coming 

Oh,  wash    me  whit  -  er  than  the  snow,  Lord,  I'm  coming 
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The  Lord  bless  thee,  and  keep  thee:  The  Lord  make  His  face  shine  upon  thee,  and  be  gracious 
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Abiding  and  confiding 

a  blessing  in  prayer 

Adrift  on  the  waters 

A  hand  all  bruised  and  bleeding 

alas  !  and  did  my  savior  bleed. .  .  . 

a  little  while  to  wait 

All  for  Jesus 

all  will  be  glory,  by  and  by 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name. . . . 
All  praise  to  Him  who  reigns  above. . . 

All  to  Jesus  I  surrender 

Amid  the  trials  which  I  meet 

A  mother's  prayer 

Are  you  drifting 

Are  you  weary,  are  you  heavy-hearted 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise 

as  a  little  child 

as  far  as  the  east  is  from  the 
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a  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm 

At  my  Redeemer's  feet 

At  the  cross 

At  the  crossing  over  Jordan 

At  the  gates  of  day 

A  wonderful  Savior  is  Jesus 

Beautiful  land  with  jasper  walls 
Beautiful  white  clouds  drifting  away. 
Behold,  what  manner  of  love.  . . . 

Beulah  Land 

Blessed  Assurance 

Blessed  be  the  name 

Blessed  Jesus,  keep  me  white 

Blessed  Jesus,  Thou  art  mine 

Blessed  Lily  of  the  Valley 

Bringing  in  the  sheaves 

Broken  in  spirit 

Building  day  by  day 

By  and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home 

Can  it  be  that  Jesus  bought  me 

Changed  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye 

Close  to  thy  cross,  O  Christ 

Close  thy  heart  no  more 

Come  close  to  the  Savior 

Come,  every  soul  by  sin  oppressed. . . . 

Come,    Holy    Ghost,   and    touch    my 
tongue 

Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast 

Come  to  the  Fountain  to-day 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 
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Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord. 240 

Companionship  with  Jesus 220 

Crown  Him  Lord  of  all 241 

Deeper  yet 149 

Don't  you  know  He  cares 179 

Dost  thou  know  at  thy  bolted  heart's 

door 70 

Down  at  the  cross 236 

Down  at  the  cross  on  Calvary's  mount- 
ain   * Ill 

Do  you  know  the  blessed  Savior's  at 

the  door 140 

Draw  me  nearer 71 

Entire  consecration 245 

Every  day  and  hour 35 

Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy 195 

Fairer  than  the  morning 141 

Far  and  near  the  fields  are  teeming. . .  177 

Fill  me  now 178 

Fill  to  overflowing 86 

For  all  the  Lord  has  done  for  me 41 

Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be 237 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies. . .  211 
From  Calv'ry's  mountain  sounding. . .  129 
From    every    stormy    wind    that 

blows 185 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 246 

From  the  harbor  the  Gospel  Ship  sails 
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Gathering  out  of  tears 69 

Gliding  away 193 

Glorious  Fountain 234 

Glory  to  His  name 236 

God  be  with  you „ 248 

God  sent  His  mighty  power 110 

God  so  loved  the  world 121 

God's  wondrous  love ' 116 

Good-night,  good-night 105 

Hark !  'tis  the  Master 144 

Haste,  then,  to  Jesus 49 

Have  ye  received  the  Holy  Ghost    13 

Hear  and  answer  prayer 194 

Heaven-whispers 181 

He  came  to  save  me 151 

He  hideth  my  soul 72 

He  IS  ALL  IN  ALL  TO  ME .      53 
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He  is  mine,  I  am  His 

He  leadeth  His  own 

He'll  wipe  the  tears 

He  rolled  the  sea  away 

He  saves  me 

He's  with  me  all  the  time 

He  touched  me  and  made  me  whole 

His  love  can  never  fail ? 

Holy,   holy,   is  what  the  angels 

SING 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Guide 

Home  to  rest 

Hover  o'er  me,  Holy  Spirit 

How  dear  to  my  mem'ry 

How    sweet    the    name    of    Jesus 

sounds 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours. . 

I  am  coming  to  Jesus  for  rest 

I  AM  COMING  TO  THE  CROSS 

I  am  dwelling  on  the  mountain 

I  am  not  skilled  to  understand 

I  am  passing  down  the  valley 

1  am  praying,  blessed  Savior 

I  am  saved 

I  am  Thine,  0  Lord,  I  have  heard  Thy 

voice 

I  ask  not  for  the  highest  place 

I  believe  Jesus  saves 

I  came  to  my  Redeemer 

I  do  not  ask  to  choose  my  path 

1  do  not  ask  to  see  the  way 

I  have  a  song  I  love  to  sing 

I  have  heard  a  most  wonderful  story. . 
I  have  learned  the  wondrous  secret' . . 
I  know  I  love  Thee  better.  Lord.  . 
I  know  not  the  hour  of  His  coming. . . 
I  know  that  God  in  His  Word  hath 
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I'LL  DIE  ON  THE  FIELD 

I'LL  GO  WHERE  YOU  WANT  ME  TO  GO.  . 
I'LL  LIVE  FOR  HlM 

I'll  sing  of  Jqsus'  wondrous  love 

I  love  the  blessed  Jesus 

I  MUST  TELL  JESUS 

I  NEVER  WILL  CEASE  TO  LOVE  HlM,  .  .  . 

In  some  way  or  other 

In  tenderness  He  sought  me 

In  that  city 

In  the  blood  from  the  cross 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 

In  the  rifted  Rock  I'm  resting 

In  the  shelter  of  the  Savior's  love 

I  shal*l  be  like  Him 

I  SHALL  BE  SATISFIED 

I  SHALL  NOT  WANT 

I  sing  at  morning  light 

IS  MY  NAME  WRITTEN  THERE 

I  SURRENDER  ALL 

I  take  my  portion  from  Thy  hand. . . . 

IT  IS  GOOD  TO  BE  HERE 

I  thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb 

It  may   not    be    on    the    mountain's 

height 

It  reaches  me 

I've  been  a  wand'rer  far  from  God 
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I'VE  HEARD  OF  A  SAVIOR 52 

I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine  219 
I've  wandered  away  from  my  home. . .     44 

I've  wandered  far  away  from  God 253 

I  wandered  in  the  shades  of  night 54 

I  WILL  NOT  LET  THEE  GO 14 

I  WILL  say  "yes"  to  Jesus 106 

Jesus  gives  His  peace  to  me 95 

Jesus  is  mine 195 

Jesus  leads 160 

Jesus  lives 128 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul 99 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  Thee  I  cry 214 

Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me 131 

Jesus  saves 197 

Jesus  shall  reign 209 

Jesus  shall  wear  the  crown 45 

Jesus,  the  loving  Shepherd 108 

Jesus  will  give  you  rest 249 

jcst  a  little  sunshine 23 

Just  as  I  am 162 

Just  lean  upon  Jesus 66 

Just  one  touch 59 

Keep  close  to  Jesus 65 

Lead  me,  Savior 40 

Leaning  on  the  Everlasting  Arms  112 

Lend  a  hand 18 

Let  Him#in 159 

Let  the  way  be  dark 143 

Like  a  shepherd,  tender,  true 160 

Lonely?  no,  not  lonely 85 

Looking  this  way 75 

Lord.  I  believe 21 

Lord,  I  care  not  for  riches 247 

Lord,  I'm  coming  home 253 

Lord.  I  seek  Thee 113 

Lord,  is  it  I 107 

Lovingly,  tenderly  calling 108 

Loyalty  to  Christ 92 

Loyalty  to  the  Master 62 

Made  whole 6 

Make  me  a  blessing  to-day 46 

Many  souls  are  sinking 18 

Marching  to  Zion 240 

Meet  me  in  the  city 32 

Mighty  army  of  the  young 128 

Mine  eyes  shall  behold  Him 180 

Missionary  Hymn 246 

Moment  by  moment 184 

More  about  Jesus 133 

My  happy  soul  rejoices 191 

My  life,  my  love,  I  give  to  Thee 163 

My  mother's  Bible 56 

My  mother's  face 27 

My  mother's  God 44 

My  Savior 103 

My  Savior  first  of  all 3 

My  soul  in  sad  exile 109 

My  soul  is  full  of  gladness 81 

Nay,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go U 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 225 
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Never  alone 85 

No,  not  one 5 

Nothing  but  leaves 187 

Not  one  forgotten 16 


O  BLESSED  HOPE 

O  BLESSED  HOUR 

O  BLESSED  REST  

O  come  to  my  Redeemer 

O  DON'T  YOU  HEAR  HlM  KNOCKING 

O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon  blest  city 

Op  Him  who  did  salvation  bring.  . . 

o  for  a  closer  walk 

o  for  a  faith 

o  for  a  thousand  tongues. 

o  happy  day 

Oh,  blessed  fellowship  divine 

Oh,  it  is  wonderful 

Oh,  my  heart  is  filled  with  rapture 

Oh,  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep . . 

Oh,  spread  the  tidings  round 

Oh,  such  wonderful  love 

Oh,  sweet  is  the  story  of  Jesus 

Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Jesus . . . 

Oh,  the  best  songs  of  all 

Oh,  the  brightness  and  the  glory 

Oh,  the  day  of  joy  that's  coming 

Oh,  the  great  love  the  dear  Savior  has 

shown 

Oh,  the  world  has  need  of  sunshine. . . 

Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there 

Oh,  this  uttermost  salvation 

Oh,  to  abide  in  Jesus 

Oh,  to  be  like  Thee 

Oh,  what  everlasting  mercy 

Oh,  what  wilt  thou  do 

O  Jesus,  Lord,  Thy  dying  love 

Old  Jordan's  waves  I  do  not  fear. 
O  love  unmeasured,  vast  and  deep .... 
O  mourner  in  Zion,  how  blessed  art 

thou 

One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus 

Only  a  broken  heart,  Savior,  I  bring. . 

Only  a  fond  old  father 

Only  trust  Him 

On  mem'ry's  wall  engraven  stands 

On  the  victory  side 

O  sinner,  the  Savior  is  calling  for  thee 

O  THE  LOVE  THAT  SOUGHT  ME 

Our  friends  on  earth  we  meet  with 
pleasure 

Our  souls  cry  out,  hallelujah 

Over  the  dead-line 

Over  the  river  faces  I  see 

O  what  a  sad  time,  poor  sinner,  'twill 
be 

O  WONDERFUL   SAVIOR 
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Pass  me  not 77 

Praise  His  holy  name 84 

Praise  the  Lord  forever 84 

Pray'r  is  the  key 31 

Precious  presence  of  Jesus 215 


Redeemed  thro'  the  blood. 26 

Resting 124 


Resting  on  the  everlasting  arms.  .  186 
Resting  on  the  faithfulness  of  Christ. .  124 

Revive  us  again 242 

Rock  of  Ages 228 

Salvation's  river Ill 

Salvation's  stream  is  rolling  by 192 

Satisfied  sometime 17 

Saved  from  the  wreck 125 

Save  Thou  me 172 

Savior,  keep  us  till  we  meet  again 147 

Savior,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray 40 

Savior,  more  than  life  to  me 35 

Seeking  the  lost 122 

Since  1  have  been  redeemed 166 

Since  I  lost  my  sins 2 

Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus 200 

Softly  the  twilight  shadows  are  fall- 
ing      68 

Some  day,  I  know  not  when  'twill  be.  150 
Some  heart  has  gone  this  way  be- 
fore       89 

Someone  to-day  will  seek  Thy  face 107 

Sometime  the  night  of  sorrow  will  be 

o'er 17 

Sowing  in  the  morning 223 

Songs  about  Jesus 73 

Speed  away  !  speed  away 134 

Standing  on  the  promises 161 

Stand  up  for  Jesus 233 

Steer  our  bark  away  to  the  homeland.     69 

Step  out  on  the  promise 148 

Stepping  in  the  light 250 

Still  I  will  trust 143 

Sunlight 54 

Sunlight  all  the  way 157 

Sunshine  as  you  go 94 

Sunshine  in  the  soul 252 

Sweet  are  the  promises 96 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King.  201 

Sweetly  resting 173 

Sweet  peace,  the    gift    of    God's 
love 79 


Take  me  as  I  am 214 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 245 

Tell  it  to  Jesus 117 

Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone 226 

Tell  me  the  story  of  Jesus 90 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 32 

Thank  God,  I  see 39 

The  beautiful  city  of  God 135 

The  best  friend  is  Jesus 30 

The  birth-place  of  my  soul 139 

The  blessed  name  of  Jesus 87 

The  blood  is  all  my  plea 136 

The  bolted  door 140 

The  call  for  reapers 177 

The  Comforter  has  come. 10 

The  coming  day 115 

The  cross  is  not  greater 127 

The  dear  loving  Savior  has  found  me.     82 

The  golden  key 31 

The  Gospel  Ship 146 

The  Great  Physician 164 

The  great  white  throne 50 
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The  haven  of  rest 109 

The  home  over  there 232 

The    knock    op   the    nail-pierced 
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The  land  of  Beulah 229 

The  latch  op  father's  door 64 

The  Lord  bless  thee 254 

The  Lord  hath  set  up  His  sweet  king- 
dom      45 

The  Lord  is  faithful 24 

The  Lord  knows  best 114 

The  Lord's  our  Rock,  in  Him  we  hide.  100 

The  Lord  will  provide 189 

The  moon  rose  up  in  the  clear  blue  sky  114 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 243 

The  press  was  great 6 

The  promised  land  by  faith  1  see 55 

There  comes  to  my  heart  one  sweet 

strain 79 

There  is  a  fountain  rilled  with  blood. .  234 
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